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A POEM IN FIVE CANTOS. 



MAINOC. 

CANTO I. 

LO ! where the pouted earth hides sulkily, 
Entered the tearful sky it lowers in threads 
To thicken the Ocean's garb, there is a storm. 
What speeds the air ? Who hath unbound the winds 
To roar upon obstruction, wrecking all, 
Or prest destruction in the meeting clouds 
While darken'd night sits close ? Oh, frenzied birth 
Of misery, to-morrow's tale and many morrows' woe ! 
Is not the brood complete? Must we still lift 
Our eyes to horribleness ? Palely hark ! 
The air seems filled with a clamorous voice 
Hiss'd through clencht teeth, and to the wilful cry, 
fd While flashing swords bent by their vengeful strokes 
Shoot out to hack oppression from the sky, 
The clouds all thunder sympathy. What doom 
Is working now ? Is this another age ? 
Is Jove o'erthrown, or all the other gods, 

B 



2 * MAINOC. 

Hurled by his arm into some misty deep, 

Fall, echoing thus, from sight and empty thrones ? 

The world in arms and every piece discharged 

Would mock less noise than this ; and all the blaze 

From fire-snorting battlements to this flame 

Would only seem its faded memory ! 

List how the mountains roll the sound about, 

Washing their inmost caves with wavy noise 

While nothing else is heard until its tone 

Melts to the billows' theme ! Nemaea's terror seems 

To growl on all sides, prisoning who hear 

Deep in the thorny thicket of Suspense. 

The hour is all rebellion's, and a whirl 

Of madness sweeps the face of fixedness. 

Here on the coast, a foaming monster like, 

Push'd by the panting winds, by mist-thick rain 

Fed plenteously, strains the shouldering deep, 

And madly leaps upon a hundred peaks 

Which dared its calm. Where is the moon 

That she not shows her face to-night, nor helps 

To make these watery hills o'ertop the earth's ? 

Fair, charitable lady to this earth ! 

Entomb'd in ambient shade, oh, hold thy power ! 

Thou should'st not visit times like these, but keep 

Thy beauty for the quietude of all ! 

Tis awful thus to know the wind and wave 
Like passionate things intemperate, and the sky 
Smear'd dreadfully with blackness, near the earth 
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Dejected throwing tears upon their mood I 
What life but shrinks ? Who in this echoing place 
Hears pleasantly ? Oh, see how whitening Fear 
Bleaches the struggling tints of cheerfulness 
To their desertion ! Mingled with our own 
Dread visioning of death what others are ! 
They whom to love is all our bliss, though far, 
Are ever 'midst our horrors, and we deem 
Our ills are theirs, through fondness fearing much. 
And by our prayers we send them hoverers 
Of saving power, lest they too should be deep 
In rounding terror. Yet 'tis sweet to think 
Them happily too distant from our dread 
To know its hurt. O separation kind ! 
Division blest ! until some joy is given 
Which we would share, which passes by unused 
While we are longing, cropping the dull hours 
To reach a sweeter field where meeting is. 

Flame out ! ye instant-living lights ! and show 
like cracks in Hell's black armour 1 Horrible 

glimpse ! 
Spoil for the snatch of Fear ! Oh ! who has eyes 
To give ye wonder's fealty ? who has eyes 
And dare look carelessly ? — but it is done : 
For here is one that rushes 'midst the night 
With curses loading the too-burden'd gale. 
Who, in the wet-breath'd wind that seems to drive 
A host of furious, madden'd spirits on, 
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But thinks that this is one made visible 
And always left behind ? And yet such shapes 
As crowding fancy sees are not like this : 
For all seems streaming terror there, but here 
Defiance stalks opposing. Say thou art mad, 
ImperilFd form ! Oh, tell us thou'rt unloved, 
Untrembled for, so that our dream'd-of tears 
By thee for others brought may never flow ! 
What may we see of one so darkly clad ? — 
Tis Mainoc ! Ah, no sorrowing follows him ! 
The last sigh o'er his fate will be his own ! 
Distraction lets go all, and he has lost 
His hold on hope, and hope holds everything. 
Would it were always night, that his dark soul 
Might shrouded live in the appalling cloak, 
The deep'ning of its own by nature's gloom ! 
For light to him can inward come no more ; 
And outwardly 'twill mock the void within. 
Wild wanderer ! the rain that beats thy brow 
Can take no fever .thence; for from below 
Thy hot heart flies, and burning at thine eyes 
Heats all around ! Face thou the careless storm ! 
For nature, passionless, ne'er wounds like man ! 
Let Heaven flash, 'tis but to match thine eye, 
Thou dark and dreadful image of Despair ! 

But whither doth he turn ? Oh ! what pursuit 
Is in his speed ? Some purpose all distinct 
Is surely frontward looming ! Is the sea 
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Lash'd to a louder roar, or he, more near, 
Dividing, passe? through the pressing wind 
To wrap more terror round him ? Fly no more ! 
Danger awaits to hand a gift to Death, 
And thou art nearing her; oh, fly no more ! 
The thwarting earth here leans against the deep, 
And he is where the tread of life must cease. 
Oh, seeks he thus eternity ? Why, most 
Would wander to it through a maze of life, 
And slowly drag the path to lengthiness, 
Shunning the end that ever is too near ; 
But now presumption dares the leap at once ! 
Let not the deep's blank memory stone be his ! 
Is there no power to point another grave ? — 
No plucking hand ? — No force that will draw tight 
Slack hopelessness ere too much scapes ? Where 

lurks 
A stilling monitor ? Ye heavenly guards ! 
Are ye remote as peace ? Oh, hear ! Oh, save ! 
Alas ! what sound can penetrate through this, 
Ungapp'd by any pause ; or passing, find 
An ear that is not filTd with plaintiveness ? 

But something hears and intervenes. Is't Heav'n ? 
Or that dread place which ever nearer is ? 
Ah, it is this ! For on the scowling front 
Above its fiery emphasis marks this : — 
" Why die ? Thy wrongs, which cry when else is 
dumb, 
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Die too : there is no memory past the grave. 
And thou must — what thou never wouldst — forget 
Thy ruin'd heart and all that ruin'd it 
Lose not the morsels which may feed revenge. 
When such a meal thy life has gather'd up ! " — 
He slowly droops his head, and in his eyes 
Still holds those burnish'd words as he had ta'en 
Some needed counsel thence and will no more. 
Would he might look again ! Another flash 
Might speak a wiser strain. 'Tis Death itself 
That waves him back awhile. It is not life 
That words the billows loud to roar " Why die ? " 
The screaming gale, ay, all the murderous time 
To shriek " Why die ? " The thunder peals again, 
The seal of some dread ratifying god far off", 
Shortening his path to silence ; as if he, 
Seeing a deed accomplished, stayed no more. 

Were cheerless voices ever meant to save ? 
And if they were, for what? They still are heard 
By him they stayed into deep pondering. 
'Tis but a little holding off of Fate ! 
A gift of time made by an enemy ! 
And long he gazed, as if invisible things 
For him were shaped into some eloquence, 
Persuading all their sternness to his heart ; 
Its passion tempering to cold cruelty. 
And murmured less the storm, and as it passed 
He too was lost with it. 
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* * * * * 

The morn, from gath'ring freshness in the East, 

Wore her best charms. Her airy crystal breath, 

From lips of rose which scented while they blew, 

In sweetness wander'd, taking silently 

New loads from things of perfume and of song. 

She it is plays again upon that harp 

Which all the night lay silent, and her hand 

Creeps tenderly upon the waiting strings 

To strike into their depth of joyousness. 

Was the night sad to us ? Oh, it is past ! 

Let us not measure what our sadness was, 

But be forgetful. Is not this the morn, 

Her smiles to laughter quickly deepening? 

Invading loveliness ! Oh, blest relief 

Of poverty ! 'Tis like an opening flow'r 

Destined to bloom before 'twill fade, and know 

Much worship from our senses. Ev'n when pass'd 

Into a gloom our memories will steal 

As to a shrine decayed, to raise again 

Its nurtured image ; and the thoughts it gave 

Will often bend to it in reverence. 

The sky was only mildewed by the moon, 
Beleaguer'd 'midst the early light, and still 
There shone the sparkle of a star, which seemed, 
As softly it was driven, like a pure tear 
Of penitence that melteth unto Heaven. 
Through their invisible robes of odor look'd 
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Delightedly the flow'rs upon an azure deep. 
For as a gentle hand lifts up the veil 
From sleeping beauty, opening its eyes 
Through miss of softest pressure, so the day 
Had raised a hiding mist from off the earth 
Which waken'd as it rose. His outline solved, 
The sun was tasting all the dewy drops 
In flowery goblets set by night, and short 
The shadows making where tired little elves 
O'erslept themselves, worn out with revelling. 

Oh, what a moony dance was yestereve's ! 
What pleasant wandering between the beams 
To reach them, and to frolic more ! What time to 

know 
Tales that began in joy and so had end, 
With rapture much between ! as we do leave 
Some place of rest to take a pleasant path, 
Which, showing all its beauty, leads us back 
To richly rest with store of gathered sweets. 
But, ah, 'tis fled ! and this light is too warm 
Ev*n for reposfed limbs. Away ! Away ! 
Creep to the shade ! The violet affords 
A charitable slumber-house. The wood 
Is thick with shadiness. Oh, speed ! 
Faint on some scented bosom. Still a draught 
Hangs rounded there and cool, where ye may, 

bathing, sip : 
Where, as at Castaly, your hearts may learn 
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More song for others' if your promises 
Lack tunefulness. Take, take it into sleep, 
Where all your culling fancies may grow rich 
And sparkle soon again 'midst amorousness ! 
Oh ! dream along the heated hours, till met, 
Another gloom drags ye from closing bowers 
To pair your loves anew ! Hear ye no sounds ? 
Are your eyes timid to the sun? List ! Look ! 
Shared by two colours all his velvet shape, 
The bee is restless 'mongst the clover bed : 
Making a little halo with his wings, then, lost 
Far in some bending flowV, takes what he may, 
Till other sweets are needed by his want 
The spider, 'neath his leafy sentry house, 
Watches his glistening, drying net, and hears 
The passing flies unmov'dly. All the nests 
Are full of hungry pipings shrill, and birds 
Fly in and out the trees. The soften'd ground 
Yields to returning inmates. See ! the lark, 
Dropping his music, mounts to lonely height. 
Another race now knows its time of joy. 
The hours are spinning out a lengthy bliss ; 
Not smoothly like to yours. Oh, fly 
With fasten'd eyes, and learn not wickedly 
From mortals' deeds to ravel happiness 
Into a thread whose knots of misery 
Fret through the heart ! 

Beauty is not greater than its power : 
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Nor without some can be. The blooming sweets 

Whose melted tints apparel pleasantly 

Their gathering place, some valley deeply set ; 

The busy water rushing where the moon 

May silver-bridge its leap, or steep her beams 

In some still, happy pool ; the meted smiles 

Of true endearment ; all the looks which life 

May hold express'd, or ling'ring for some call, 

Are fair but as they move us. Yet we gaze 

Oft-times entrancedly where seems to be 

All loveliness, misled into deep grief 

When our discovery is. Ah, truth alone 

For ever binds our eyes to joy, for ever keeps 

Unwithering beauty, and an air of health 

Where we may breathe secure ! Where lurks it most, 

Unhiding? Whence doth yield its clearest tones, 

And music-wrap its changeless utterances ? 

It is in silence. From the face of things 

What stories may we gather, sweet thoughts pluck, 

Of every colour for our garden brain ! 

Where our fed souls may wander blessedly : 

Where aught if lost shall quickly be replaced 

By crowding likenesses. All that are dead or dumb 

Than tongues speak holier, and more moving are ; 

For there is more of God in things than words ; 

And HeaVn's best servitors are the eyes; through 

them 
The truest passage to the heart doth lie. 
Oh, Nature is the eloquence of God ! 
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It prattles from the opening buds ; it pours 

Deep sayings from the floors and full-song'd birds, 

From perfectness which ever makes advance ; 

And we may seek its spirit by the sun, 

Its warming lamp, where'er we will, and learn, 

Sitting beside some mute, regardless thing, 

Beliefs which through the darkest mystery send 

A ray to break it. And in the sky at night 

Its wonders are made light, and still they speak 

In differing tones the language of them all. 

Perfection comes from unity of truths ; 

And here no falseness is, no syllables frame 

A foreign attribute, bewitching us 

To a deep sadness whence we cannot creep 

But as changed mortals. Wherefore must we hear 

The mocking of invisible things, the speech 

Of word-giv'n spirits telling where they live 

Are evil's habitations, till our ears 

Are breaches where hostility doth rush 

Into our calm? The tongue with its enrichment 

seems, 
And render'd sound, like some seed-dropping ill 
That thickens weediness and measures o'er 
The haven of our quest some doubtfulness, 
To stay our eyes from profit, winter all 
The summer of our innocence, wrap our faith 
Close in some fear to never wander forth, 
Lest fatal wounds be met. And e'er we weep 
That what is wondrous most is most untrue. 
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Can our minds 
Make sights which nowhere are save there confined, 
Giving pursuit a view of what it needs, 
Alas ! to mock us cruelly ! and when 
Anticipation's tongue lolls pleasantly 
To pour a bitterness there ? Can vision'd things 
By their rare loveliness make such appeal 
That though unreach'd they still are ever sought, 
And the chase tires us not ? Sweet Asphodel ! 
Thou art a dream's ! Oh, never couldst thou end 
The task of searching eyes ! Thou art too fair 
To be so sensible ! Yet thou hast ta'en me far 
Through distance and through time; and o'er 

uncertain hills, 
Before I reach'd them, has my hoping glance 
Placed what — ah, me ! — the mounted last ne'er 

showed. 
Thou art a thought that never shall find words 
For airy printing. Thou hast pauper'd much 
To me by my comparing ; thrown a dull 
Scant look on beauty to my visiting eye. 
Ah, must I to thine image e'er return, 
Knowing thou art not ? Is there then no circle 
With thou its gem ? Too well has Fancy work'd. 
Yet whereon has she built, — where found her hands 
The mould for thy fair shape ? Oh, thou hast sprung 
From something that could never grow like thee ! 
Some place of praising eld ; some sea-girt Lote ; 
Some sweet isled garden, all Phaeacia's best. 
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Where'er a beauty smiles I turn to thee 

To find thou hast a brighter. Yet when first 

I saw thee thou didst seem a child in looks, — 

Uncultured, pure, fresh, fair, and thou didst pass, 

Holding Time's hand, to purer, fairer life. 

Thou hadst no soul to wander from its source 

To dulness as have we ; from purity 

To sink through time as doth the day from dawn. 

Oh ! let me tell, to give thy speech some sound, 

What sight on that lid-lifting morn was placed 

Within the blissful range of amorous eyes. 

Far from the track of ships by commerce moved 
Lay Asphodel, unknown. 'Twas like a rose 
Which near no pathway blooms ; When in one flower 
Crowds all the beauty of a plant No past 
Look'd eloquently from its fixing. No cold words, 
Breathing their teaching tales to innocence, 
Broke through oblivion's bondage. Time had dropt 
No mark to measure his flight, and each new day 
Spake what the last had said ; and all it told 
Was of itself, a glad simplicity. 
How many morrows may say nothing more ? 
To be for ever bless'd is fable's own : 
A fate unearthly, and a pass for none. 
O happy place, whose yesterday is lost 
In mistiness, nor lingers on in thought ! 
For joy, a thing scarce echoed, soon dies out ; 
But sorrow hath a longer note, and stays 
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Or reads but f tis to wish, the letters gone 
Where Misery moans she is not dead? Though far, 
Though long his look, it meets some towering wrong, 
A wintry height whence blows a chilliness here, 
Theme now of fiery song or mournful tale. 
Some glory — but an image of distress 
Shaped by a million tears to speak of them ! 
Some record of a deed, some noble vaunt 
Which only swords could cut, to fire a brute 
Or make a traitor. Haply he will note 
Some hero — measured by his murders done ! 
Kor butchery has the sun in every scroll 
Where, gathered up, a nation's past is held. 
AlttH, that Time should journey o'er such ground, 
And Nuch way mark his steps ! There is a taint 
In every happiness, and though we rise 
Through dreadfulness to joy we still must grieve 
Upon our linage as its story gains, 
And knowledge hits new sadness coming here; 
l<\tr UUtory'8 finest page is writ and stain'd with 
blood I 
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Methinks the ocean's cheek was hollow made 
Into a little dimple's gladness when it first 
£ress'd on the separate earth, and there was set 
A joy that could not pass, the wanting blush 
To perfect a fair face. Here wafted you 
A wind that e'er was blunted by a heat 
To a soft breathing, meet for burning brows : 
Turning the scorch of the attempting sun 
Into a lazy warmth when musky scents 
Would float from many colours and would melt 
Into each other's burdening of the breeze. 
Like as the lamp which thronging beauty lights 
The sun each day seem'd brighter as more charms 
Stole joyously beneath him. Scarce a morn 
But beauty peep'd from some late vacant nook, 
And crept upon her earlier looks with more 
To gladden their assembling. Scarce a night 
But it confess'd how many stars it had : 
And mora to night pass'd through a time of love. 
There grew about it, dark'ning, much aged trees, 
Which totter'd 'gainst each other till their boughs 
And leaves grew strangely close and mix'd o'erhead. 
Beneath was ground that made a silent step, 
Soft, and grass'd deeply, where the anemone 
Was often seen to garland the dead leaves. 

Nigh in its 'midst there crept a little hill 
Past the trees' height, which at its easy top 
Scarce heard a climber pant, so lightly was 
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Its summit lifted from a distant base. 
Yet there were weariness sweet, for it would give 
A sinking in thick flowers and sure repose. 
There might you note the outline of the trees, 
Scarce broken, resting on the quiet wave. 
Meet place for watching Phoebus from the morn 
Grow fervid with his race ! And when his beams, 
Trimming the hours with gaudiness, had less slant, 
And grew in heat, the shady wood was near, 
A moveless fan to still the throb of warmth, 
And show a stretch of mossiness, where droop'd 
A gloom for those who would not bask without. 
Here, like a thread there ne'er is all unwound, 
Ran ever, giving music to its course, 
The clear and cellared vintage of the earth, 
Which had such chill that winter seem'd to be 
The season at its source. It surely came 
From ice whose melting fire is bound within 
The entreated drops ; so sparkled it, so pure, 
So secretless it show'd. Anon there seem'd 
Its pausing when the wideness of a pool, 
Unrippled, kept all motion from the eye. 
Along it often thickly show'd those plants 
Which lift the festal lamps their own life feeds, 
Like high-held lights to guide the water on. 
It halved a little glade, and then, far as 
The thrush's song may wander at still eve 
The green was o'er it, and a thousand sweets 
Watch'd all its passage to the drinking sea. 
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My stoiy gives a power unto mine eyes 
To draw an old sight to them as it nears 
The sad uncovering of all it holds. 

Into the sunniest side of Asphodel 
There breaks a bay, small, deep, and inwards 

widening ; 
Where waves, like cloister'd mortals when they pray, 
Have softest accents in their speech. 
Here verdure thins toward nakedness, for high 
The rock goes seaward, hiding all the sea 
Save where a little gap begins a path 
Whose blue melts in the sky's far off. Stern gate 
Of waiting quietude ! who would not come 
Gladly in hither to forget his past 
Upon a troublous road, and thank the way 
To rest for being rude when 'twould begin 
Much coming joy by a deep dream of it ? 
Who with a sigh would turn his eyes ? or who 
Through sorrow careless-blind would look at 

naught — 
Would see no fairness anywhere, nor feel 
The lapse of love from everything about ? 

" Oh, for a quiet thought to steal amongst 
These torturers, and so advise them all 
Into its state ! O night without a star ! 
Why art thou mine ? Why is't my task to climb 

c 
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The hill of yet another day, which leaves 
Me weary looking on a higher mount, 
No slope to ease, no happy sinking near ! " 

Who is so plaintive ? By what misery 
Doth happiness grow undeceived to know 
Something is strange to it? Is't he who late 
Dwelt midst a clamor silencing his own ? 
Sure Mainoc bends here o'er the stretching wave, 
And with a brow unsmooth'd! The light that 

once 
Blazed in his eye hath little now thafs bright : 
Or if it burns its rays are backward sent 
To cheer some sinking hope. His face unfolds 
All his mind's dreariness. Aye his lips are pale 
With cold of passing sighs, echoes of grief 
Gnawing within its home, a sepulchre 
In every breast. But wherefore are his sighs ? 
Unequal breathing, mounds on levelness ! 
What calls them now ? Ah, they are joining more ! 
Filling some air where needy sorrow stands. 
Oft stays he them to tell their cause; oft stirs 
His grief to plainness of sad words, regrets 
That float unto some deadness, some past thing 
Which still keeps close and makes this sorrowing : — 

" Alas ! what forgery of love is this 
Whose tongue is ne'er new-storied, but doth take 
From the left things of these abandoning hours 
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Their bitterest morsels, and doth run a tale 

Of misery o'er its ground, my brain ! 

It is but malice gently minister'd : 

A tantalizing pace of Death, a pain 

With no sweet lull, no charitable pause ! 

Oh, I was mad to deem that spirit true 

Which showed a chase not teaching me pursuit ! 

Whose flight towards my desire fail'd ere its mark 

On satisfaction made its passage plain. 

Like a snapp'd dagger in my hand I hold 

A useless weapon, powerless resolve." 

* Time is no healer here. I may but see 
His an unfolding pledge of sorrow more : 
Each day a coming face of haggardness. 
Oh, lengthy cause ! when wilt thou finely run 
Out of my vision ? When shall the future be 
Not as a mirror where the past doth show ? 
Ah ! I would ask it much, but that my faith 
Outstrips not comprehension ! It would I pray 
To choke the channel of a memory sad 
That springs of later time might learn to run, 
Bringing some happiness : or would implore 
Back for the helping of desire those hopes 
Which once were mine — oh, slip to agony ! 
What can replace the parted flower untorn, 
Uncrush'd upon the stem whence it was pluck'd 
Who can reset the fallen star in heaVn ? — 
Ordain the self-same attitude to the dew 
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To-night which yesternight it gently took, 

Or feather my flown hopes for backward flight ?" 

" Love clings to the dead thing that made it 
Like perfume to the faded leaf. But, oh ! 
To taste, and love, and then be torn away 
Was never mine ! I never felt the sway 
Of passion — loss like this. EVn as it is, 
Tis but a force whose ill is lessening 
As from its push we bend. The strains we knew 
Will be forgotten like the song of a sweet bird 
Which in the summer left us : for a spring 
To most doth come with melody as full; 
And grief, grown careless, when she seeks her home. 
Led by a moment's sadness, finds a bar 
Of happiness there which in her absence grew. 
Ah, such a passing sorrow is not mine ! 
To me 'tis scornful weak to own regret 
Of softness born. Can such a threatened plant 
Find any clime to give it any age? 
The ringing axe of Time hath easy work 
On pith like this ; and every hour bestrews 
Some pieces for forgetfulness to take 
And hide away. Mine is for growth alone ! " 

" Amidst a world to live unknown — to seem 
Fit only for the touch of enmity ! 
There is a spirit in me which will not dwell 
With men or the impurities of earth ; 
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And I must drag it down to humanness, 

With human failings weighting it, 

Or be a hated difference, a thrust 

Into the pain of mortals, and a sight 

Whence eyes take poison-draughts to thirsty hearts. 

Romance 1 Mock sweetener ! Why has my step 

Out of thy dream found me in bitterness ? 

Life is to me a day whose noon has been ; 

And never seem'd it a reality 

Save when 'twas sad. Is pleasure's search itself? 

Tis all that I have known. Ev*n it was giv*n 

But to bestow some strength for torture more ! 

No plant of hope put forth but 'twas to meet 

In my life's air a disappointing frost : 

No corner but I met a wind — no wind 

But buffeted assertion to a course 

Opposing that it wilTd. What if my dreams 

Were those few else could have, none else dare 

tell?— 
Alas ! our dreams oft sow a secret ill 
That grows to feed some dreadful consequence ! — 
Those peopled worlds which held me for their slave, 
A bondless servitor unto mine own, 
Were of my fate a part of its design ; 
Set mockery upon me, leading me to burst 
The iron borders of control, speaking of things 
Which only Hatred answer'd. Was I wrong 
To show the groveller his attitude, 
Who, like a rancorous beast, would only turn 
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And set his fangs in friendship ? Was I false 
That kindness took a blindness from its fears 
And I was fetter'd to myself by all 
The links of strangeness ; reckon'd by the wise 
A foulness which their wish at once conceived ; 
Imagined what I was not ; all the peace 
I strove at last to fold me in pluck'd off? — 
Ah, 'twas too soft a thing to be not torn ! " 

" 'Tis but a creeping pace that gains experience : 
Of all the ills of earth a ne'er reach'd end. 
I, who oft set the goal where last I leapt, 
Seem only at a journey's opening, 
Such must I deem the yet untravell'd road 
When what has been was so. Oh, HeaVn ! 
In what a fretted groove drag these my days ! 
Tied to a heavy past how can they move 
With anything of swiftness, or so fraught 
Be given lightness ? " — 

" What am I doing ? Weeping o'er a grave ! 
Oh, let me weep no more ! When Pity fails 
'Tis time to invoke Despair. Let me not think 
But where to strike my fiery-beak'd revenge. 
I'll set my own fate ; none shall meddle here. 
No more will mingle sadness with my thoughts, 
No more the merciless sue, but with the sword 
Place all my prayer on agonized tongues— for scorn ! 
With me the mischief lurking in my fate 
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Shall make a thousand desolate ! — Mostly we find 

Some door which our endeavours may thrust open, 

Choose we to work ; and this shall be my task. 

The spring is here to press against reverse. 

Soon shall I do— ay, earlier than soon — 

Deeds which shall shake eVn Courage from its hold : 

And Fear, which Safety offers to Dismay, 

Shall come a gift too late for use. My wrongs ! 

Leap now into the saddle of my will 

And urge it to destroy ! Oh, Memory ! 

Run ever bitter from thy gallfed source 

Unto the thirst of my requiring life ! 

'Tis action speeds the chariot of Time, 

And mine shall make it whirl ! Oh, I will snatch 

Much on my passage ; many those who press 

On such an ill pursuit as shall be mine ! 

Our own by others' characters are form'd ; 

And mine shall have the essence of the worst 

Who still assumed I was beneath his stand. 

Soon shall the world more bloody moments find 

Than those its cruelty has left. Peace is a thing 

That asks retreating steps and still recedes. 

No more I'll seek for it and happiness. 

Let it, if 'tis to be ! but I will seek no more ! " 
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CANTO II. 

THE face of day hath turn'd to other eyes ; 
The shadowy hours, the silent hours are here : 
And a thick sleep hath misted o'er the mind, 
Save where 'tis pierced by Fear whose watchfulness 
Holds up the drooping eyelid toward the brow ; 
Or some pale scrutiny of reaching Hope 
Where wakefulness of heart seeks in the eye 
With calmer sense to picture its desire, 
And there betrays its vigil Tis of love, 
Weary, yet visioning still, and gaining depth 
Of tenderness for meeting : or of hate, 
Sharpening its weapon on the stony time 
That slowly runs to chance. These have no rest, 
Yet steal they ever past the threat of doubt, 
Giving the lamp of Faith its food to burn 
Till dimm'd by lights which more convince the soul. 
How calm the surface of the world ! Deep sunk, 
Its animation hath no sportiveness 
To rise. The stream of action is dried up 
And runs no more. Hath Silence swoon'd ? 
Deepen'dher sleep to Death? Or doth she clasp 
Sleep in still ecstasy ? There is no sound 
More than will set a dream in slumbering, 
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Or musically waft all thought afar 

Into unconsciousness. No breathing is 

But that of peace, and nothing vexing looks 

Into a quiet brain. The ocean seems 

A bosom that has grown inanimate ; 

And all the wind which creeps that bosom o'er 

Can shape no wave to make its beauty rough, 

Or move the pale reflection of the moon. 

Night's dress is solemn-fair, and the worn day 

Gone with her smiles, a loveliness is nigh 

Of darker and a melancholy look, 

But sweet. A thousand fires are in the sky 

Led by their queen with all her face to us. 

What stillness here may linger till the morn 
Comes fluttering from the east with whiten'd 

wings, 
Bringing her noisy light to solitude ! 
'Tis but return of care, the arming time 
When poisonous barbs will seek their centering 
In peace, and a more sadden'd earth will meet 
The next eve's resting time despondingly. 
Oh, what a moon the sky holds ! what a light it ! 
Oh, deepest, sweetest hour of all the night, 
Enrich'd by the bright coinage of the stars 
And that their dimming orb, what speech is thine ! 
The day of one but thou of many worlds 
In silence speakest, while reflection spreads 
Its pillow for our thoughts to rest upon. 
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Tis now the soul a mighty impulse takes 
In other worlds to make its wandering. 
And death's unfettering hand were gladly felt 
When fancy speaks of more than life can show. 
'Tis here upon the darken'd wave that sight 
Of mind and eye, the soul's two wings, fly swift 
To visit the existence of a dream 
That oft unfolds its scenery in sleep. 
Oh, that such rapture should but league with sleep 
To give its honied food unto the brain, 
Which leans upon the faintness of its thoughts 
Half lifeless till a dream be come again ! 

Yet hush ! this loneliness to lonely hearts 
Is kind to make their dreariness less felt. 
The voiceless tone of something that was lost 
While loved is ever when this silence is : 
And holds its soft communion with regret 
To deepen it for that which is more miss'd. 
These thoughtful hours 'twixt those of weeping come 
Like pearly skies between the winter's show'rs, 
When something pleasant gleams a little while. 
Though fondness make the memory more sad 
Whereby the past doth live, 'tis sweet to mark 
At times an echo of our happiness 
Steal to us from the darkness where it fled 
To all it left behind. Oh, HeaVn ! to move 
A tender recollection into life 
Gives to the grasping heart a joy to count 
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The relics that are there ; to add to them, 
Till growing wealth of images laid by 
Is all the riches of the past again ! 

Yet there are some this calm unquiets more 
Than wildest tumult, or the fiercest strife, 
Or Nature strange to peace. For then by hate 
Or sympathy are they spirited away, 
Yet always are themselves. To whom most ease 
Is in the mid of action. Here a stride 
Of hastiness would shorten every path. 
A clutch beyond fronting space, a slip of speed 
Through time is all their want. Oh, would the 

hand 
Quick as the eye that leads could make its grasp ! 
There is no sleep of passion in their lives, 
No dulness save from inequality. 
And love of thoughtfulness is only felt 
When hellish deeds are past and more proposed. 
Where the lolPd tongue of panting guilt athirst 
Impels the brain to deeply drink again ; 
Where smiles are but the seeming they deny 
To those whom dread forebodings prompt to shun ; 
This anchorage of incident robs life 
Of revelations which it would unfold, 
Of tales which give more motion to the heart, 
And haste the expedition of the will. 
To live, and feel, and curb what must be felt, 
When Nature's mettle longs to free the reins, 
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The guiding strings of fate, is slavery 
That turns redemption into bitterness. 

Are we such creatures, to our weary sight 
There is a strangeness in this time : a still contempt 
Meeting us everywhere : a pause as on 
The threshold of some awfulness. The hour 
A sculptured beauty wears. So fair ! but, oh ! 
So changeless fair ! 'Tis death without decay ! 
So careless of our noting that we come 
To be as careless. See ! it hath no move 
From one cold look ! Ah, thought upon itself 
Must gaze when any star doth turn the eye 
Unto a quiet heav'n ! and when the flush 
Of sudden sighting fades what tales are heard 
Of sadness reaching through the interposed space ! 
Like as we come upon the shapen stone 
All wonder at its loveliness, till soon 
Is told the life that hath its image here 
Was breathed away in sorrow : so we pass 
Quickly beyond its beauty to its grief 
Entreating some of ours which in the rear 
Of new-found happiness tramps. Oh, sadding hour ! 
Wherein we lapse to waiting mournfulness : 
When struggles the curse of retrospection in 
Like torturing light to some close prisoner. 
Would that each moment measured out some 

change, 
That restlessness within the whirl might move 
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And know some peace ! Or that some tempting 

flight 
At once were possible, to bring that air 
Where lifted spirits best can make their breathing ! 

Mainoc felt thus, but no betrayal look'd 
Uneasily without him. What a soul 
Of passionateness here was over-ruled 
By willing purpose ! What a depth was hid 
By iciness from any peering thing ! 
The unlost contempt of some sea-beaten rock, 
Whose look through storm and calm is one, was his. 
With lower'd brow that darken'd all beneath, 
And lips whose edges met, he was as still 
As all whereon he gazed. His features' grace 
And nobleness mask'd strangely all within. 
His youth's appearance still about him hung, 
As though it lingered o'er the thing it clothed, 
Remembering once it cover'd innocence. 
And supposition would have placed him high 
In excellence were sight alone his judge. 
But, ah ! beneath a look which will allure 
Much confidence what difference may there be 
That levels us with human commonness ! 
The world's misdealing taints us inwardly 
Till we are lost amongst our likenesses, 
Melting to pass into the filthy pool ! 
Sinking so deep in evil that our sight 
Of goodness is a dull e'erfailing sense. 
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Yet it had been when Mainoc was not this : 
He fell from where he almost stood alone ; 
Passing all safety with a death-loose hand 
That has no grasp. He was a dreamer ever 
Of that which could not be ; a phantom-mock'd 
And wild-brain'd being. Things impossible 
To him had not their distance. He would dare 
A flight past mortal reach, which, scarcely made, 
Was measured back unto despondency. 
He held content to be unworthy rest : 
Its opposite the wind that Alls the sails 
Of bold adventure. — Tis a time of squalls 
That wearies out between our puttings off 
From places short time fit— Fired for high aims 
His passion thwarted the designs it moved ; 
But, sorrowing oft, he had no sense of fault. 
He knew no friendship : his suspicion was 
So thick that knowledge through it could not pass. 
Malice unsheathed he oft deem'd others' speech ; 
Conceived himself the weapons that gave wound : 
And though the midmost growth of lofty trees, 
The breath that moved the windflow'r bow'd him 
down. 

Oh, what a curse imagination is, 
When by it we would shape our lives unlike 
The pattern fate has cut ! We do but stir 
Settlements which are so again when we 
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Cease, wearied, for awhile. And we would weed 

This life to plant our own seeds in't, when they, 

Enticed to bloom by some appointed sun, 

Might haste their ripeness to our taste. We drag aside 

The labor'd stops of rule to pass beyond 

Into the middle of our phantasy, 

Served by the spectres we were slaves to make. 

And shackling customs, and eternal laws 

Seem but the jealous clutches of the weak, 

As we would fit ours newly to the world 

And lock the liberty of nature up 

Until its ruin tumbles on our own. 

So was he minded, and his fancy sped — 

Short flight of waxen wings ! — towards baseless heights 

Unstation'd anywhere ; of created shapes 

The mocking ingrates of their making brain. 

Strange to men's eyes he grew, and very dark : 

A being scorn'd and rapt, whose life was not 

Within his daily walk ; who seem'd to have 

Spirits around him whom he mutter'd to 

Ev*n when the sunlit hours pass'd by the earth. 

At last malevolence, its journey ended, 

Came through his dream, and listening he blamed 

What was for staying that he wish'd could be, 

And thought removal just. Oh, where that word 

Which might have saved ! There was not any sigh, 

Not any prayer or easy look. Where evil seems, 

And taunts or sad compassion may be giv*n, 

When chose the world the last? Not here the whim 
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Of contrariety was used. He fled : 

And tongues that spake his name in scorn forgot 

Awhile through careless hearts its sound. But soon 

It came again — 'twas whisper'd then in fear ; 

New terror by it known and heavy thoughts : 

So dreaded that it was in infants' pra/rs 

Pith of a fervent paragraph, and tones 

Of deeper interest giVn it than the rest 

Told best its teacher's — ah, a mother's fears ! 

His bark upon the water powerless lay, 
Dejection in her sails and all were set, 
Pleading to tardy winds with snowy mark 
To sigh toward their obstruction. Paler still 
Unto the bright'ning moon their canvas grew, 
A bleaching cheek that want of breath has sunk 
Below its framing which is ghastliness. 
Anon they rustled as with restlessness, 
Wishing their weakness less, so they might seek 
That path from which the current tum'd them far. 
Anon a rope, moved by the swaying tide 
Which swung the vessel, fretful beat the mast 
Or bulwark where it hung : then in a deep 
Discovering hush the creeping of the wave 
In music's highest reach was soft confess'd 
As upward melting on the side it pla/d. 
All else was still, and had been since the sun 
Fell westward and the stars began their creep 
To eyesight Life had taken its motion far 
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From each betraying sense, or all ne'er ask'd 

Its power to show themselves in anything. 

It seem'd as if the sleep of night were come 

And deepen'd past all dreaminess by a press 

Of safety added to its gentle weight. 

Though there were shadows, darkness scarce there 

was, 
For from illumined outlines brightness spread 
Upon their bodies' gloom, so that no glance 
Forsook the eye to rest in doubtfulness. 

Near him hung sleepy on the useless helm 
Carlos, who fled from a debased land, 
Unluckily evil. Where so many were so bad, 
Expression seem'd to speak him worst of alL 
His crime too open, ev*n Iberia frown'd, 
Though deeper, hidden sins her fostering knew. 
Too basely native in his native place, 
He wander'd here : and many more than he, 
Whose nature needed some neglected ground 
To rankly show, were flighted eagerly, 
By shuddering Justice gladly seen to escape, 
To bloody deeds, and plundering, and strife, 
Where no reproach e'er told a stain was seen. 
Tis lawlessness alone is Liberty here ! 
Sweet goddess ! Oh, what eyes are given thee I 
All glaring, and their brightest look comes out 
Only at cruelty ! Thy brow is stained 

D 
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By thine own hands, and terror blpws thy hair 

Into dishevelment, and thou art lost 

From truth. Divinity rides not upon 

Thy buoyancy, but something which doth strain 

Thy spirit till 'twill sink with heaviness. 

O gentle ruler ! under whom the deeds 

Of worth have never lack of licensing 

Whate'er their plan, here thou art made a slave ! 

Dragg'd from thy bounds to justify beyond : 

Thy seal by madness set is false to thee ! 

Though all were fiercely passion'd, 'twas not 

shown 
In their companionship to rob an hour 
Of any unity. ; Twas not through fear ; 
For many a foe, to whom was equal chance 
Were he not pluck'd from it by cowardice, 
Had fall'n before their bravery. Yet why 
'Mongst them was strife ne'er heard, nor wounds 

e'er seen, 
Giv*n by a comrade's sword ? Oh, speak it not 
'Twas friendship's work! Perchance the feeling 

sta/d 
Some hands in rest — in most 'twas selfishness ! 
Contention here were ruin, and a blunt 
Of deadliness. The preying beast, disfang'd, 
Must lurk and wait for those it used to seek : 
An easy seizure for its enemies, 
That is the enemy of all ! Here is the bond, 
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The force whose signature is peace, and when 
The end of welfare comes then comes release. 

There were no lights in cabin or caboose ; 
The night ne'er saw their glancing. Caution bade 
The darkness be unbroken till the morn, 
Nor e'er be set within the tempting gloom 
A flame to intervene 'twixt day and day, 
To streak the wave when Nature's breadth of light, 
Worn to a point, drew from the closing shade. 
He who, in secret loathing, ruled the fiends 
Approval seem'd to praise, each one the tool 
To give revenge its proper shape, had care to keep 
Suspicion from strange eyes lest they might see, 
And, fearful, measuring depths to coming things, 
Fly in distrust. Their doom must not be shown 
Till terror waked to find its horrors come. 
The craft and bravery of another chief 
Were his \ and, Ithacus ! in thee thy soul 
By a like purpose fill'd was not more stern, 
Nor knew thy foes resistance more than his. 
No soft expression shoVd, or 'twas too brief 
To hint at tenderness. Who from a thicket comes 
Of misery set about him, bearing wounds 
For no one's healing, and will kindly look 
Upon the parts of it he meets again 
Passing there arm'd? Oh, ever with a smart, 
He thinks some cause is here, and needs must wreck 
Whate'er he sees ! Not until it is past 
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Is sorrow fairly judged ; and while 'tis ours 

We deem it is but hate that ministers, 

And long to see it elsewhere, and to feel 

That loneliness is not, nor spite employed 

Bewildering us alone. Mainoc not yet 

Was placed where backward looks are given to grief. 

Vacant of everything that was not sad, 

His heart drew all his thoughts to pass through it 

And take its spirit, whereby was form'd this : — 

" Do winds tire out and cease to give the sky 
The clouds which mark their speed ? It now would 

seem 
They all have sigh'd unto their seven isles ; 
For they and what they bring, nor felt nor seen, 
Permit the heavens to cast 
All their usurping light down here, and spread 
A twilight and a peace. Ah, to dumb things, 
Or those whose pain is feeling, 'tis a sweet 
And quiet-helping hour ! The things I crave, 
The deeds that I would dare are phantoms all 
Amidst this slow serenity. The pace 
To repetition seems a loiterer's, 
Fretting its burden which would speed. The path 
Grows tedious to the eye when sameness grows 
Lengthening from where was change. Oh, I am left 
Musing with pent-up soul to combat time ! 
To answer memory with sighing ! Memory ! 
It is a hearse, where spirits of the dead 



MAINOC. 37 

Reaching no burial-place unquiet are ! 
What mistiness is all beyond this hour ! 
Waiting, perchance, with sunshine or with gloom ; 
How much behind it shows ! So fair, so kind, 
Twas thought before 'twas seen ! An opening bud 
That scarce began unfolding when it withered ! 
A broken promise ! What beliefs are sped 
To see their truth ? The centre of our faith 
Is hollowness alone. We do but live 
To meet some falseness, and whene'er we move 
Existence frets against a jagged edge of grief." 

" Where will it end ? This weariness of life, 
Yet dread of dissolution, is at war 
With all the pleasant elements of rest. 
When will it end? Why, fierce Achilles knew 
Too much of this, yet felt his soul no fear ! 
But he was given time to work, and I — 
A twice extended term of life would pass 
Ere came satiety ! Oh, what a fraud 
May this unprescient mind play on design, 
To lop proposing branches ere can melt 
Through hot accomplishing of will the brine, 
The saltwash from these eyes at ended sport, 
like Alexander's ! Would to know were mine 
How long this tedious current here will flow 
For life's expansion ! Whether anxious fast 
To number high the last my deeds must be, 
Or if the outward finger-tip of life 
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Will reach the wide extension of my need ? 
Oh, to die hung'ring ! *'Tis indeed a stop, 
A break beyond which immortal recompense 
Glistens no more to hope, whose eye, pluck'd out, 
Lies on this side the grave ; and all the sense 
That wanders o'er life's bounds to eternity 
Is the soul's sorrow at its loss on earth/' 

" Yet 'twere a mark too palpable and gross, 
That fix'd, relentless hour, whene'er 'twere set : 
That cliff which ends this stony-path'd defile, 
O'er which there are no climbers. 
Oh, God ! to watch decreasing time, to know 
What sand was in the glass — ay, to the grain ! 
Misery ne'er grew to this however great. 
Fair Hope, life's fronting sunshine, closely kept 
Behind the fatal cloud which would be driv'n 
Upon the mind! Sweet Hope! Its health all 

robb'd, 
Damn'd by decree ! Each fond suggestion pierced 
By a dark thought ere ecstasy could rise ! 
All would be very cold, and impulse none 
To burst into infinity of aim. 
Short journeyings, and hastening of ends 
To venture on a seeming brighter road : 
To all things bounds, to none their filling all. 
What weepers there would be ! The sun, the stars 
Would ever glisten in unnatural streams 
Running from mournfulness. Why, ev'n these eyes, 
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Where, Zara-like, no moist drops ever rise, 
Might hide in ocean, and be used at last 
By some repentant thought, on me the play 
Of treachery. What might it soften in this heart, 
The humid application of a tear ! 
But stay, this melts me, it must not be so ; 
Nor any thought but what will vengeance teach. 
These senses have their bounds, and, while within, 
Shall serve the motive that they pander to. 
Heaven and Hell are most in our own brains, 
And life shall know them best ; and what I know 
Fears not my soul with dread of meeting worse 
When this existence drops away from time. ,, 

By some blest fan at last is motion given : 
And the air feels it, and some stars above 
Grow in their light unsteadier than they were, 
As if a palsied hand the tapers held. 
The water roughens, and the shadows' rest 
Loses its quiet, as return of pain 
Gives writhing new. Their symmetry is dispelled, 
Their edges jagg'd, so that they speak not of 
The things which laid them down. The sails inspire 
And hold the breathing of the wind ; and ropes 
Stretch out to tightness, and the water's sound 
Is louder murmuring as quicker passage is. 
Tis come ! 'tis come ! the winging power is come ! 
Release at last ! to furnish with new fire 
The passions' altar of the eye ! " Carlos, the helm ! 
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Feel'st thou no breeze invading sleepiness ? 
The ship needs some persuasion to her course 
Far stolen from : see that she stray no more." 

He had not ended when the vessel heard 
Through Carlos his command, and forms rose up 
Which late were motionless ; bent o'er the side, 
Or stretch'd in idleness : not slumbering ; 
For sleep is less than light when foul desire 
Wedge-like permits no eye to close ; and here 
Many spent moments fitter for repose 
In thoughts of blood and fire, and fearful deeds. 
Betwixt their wakings pass their spirits' eagerness ; 
They hail the wind with coarsely-fashion'd jest 
And gladness much. It speeds them to their prey ; 
And what wants more the murd'rous greed that shows 
In straining eyes whose fierce looks hurry o'er 
The awaken'd sea, toward every quarter sent ? 
Within her limit of discovery 
Come toward the moon thin clouds which lightly run 
Before the thicker mist the wind sings of, 
Though near the union of the sky and sea 
Where no distinction is 'tis yet repress'd. 
And through a waste of agitation glides 
The bark. 



" What light is that ? Tis not a star 
To others rising ! 'Tis too late a pierce 
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To be of them. Were not all seen to reach 
Their stations in the sky ere the sun's glare 
Was there forgotten? See how it burns ! 'Tis gone ! 
Nay, there it is again ! Oh, haste thy speed, 
Thou race-horse of the blue ! More wind, more 

wind! 
Curs'd be the misery of these sluggish hours ! 
Oh, heating phantom ! Art thou thus to be, 
Or is reality to mock us ? Heav'n, more wind !" 
Thus cried the chief, and all who heard him gazed 
Upon the fiery beacon. Half-given words 
No further left the tongue. A sudden chasm seem'd 
To hinder sound from passing where it would. 
Soon over-leapt, the clamorous other side 
Hears louder speech than that had paused, and wild 
All speculation runs. No want of time 
To arm is here, where arms are always worn, 
And readiness is ever at the point 
For mischief. Onward steal they while the sky 
Grows cloudy and the moon in sorrow hides. 
Dian ! thou chasest not thy kind and would' st be sad 
To gaze on coming horrors ! Hast thou ears ? 
Oh, shelter not the sounds that soon will come 
From agony and sin ! Thou art so deep 
In misty kindness, and art lost so far 
From the cloud's edge, no light of thine falls o'er, 
Showing thy presence. The cheated stars, o'er- 

crept, 
Are glimm'ring to no eyes. A dust seems fall'n 
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Upon the heavens' picture, and the breath 
Which brought is thick'ning it. How sad it is 
To know a story o'er which thrill'd, died out, 
And left its best unknown ! Yet it were well 
To think there is no habitable place 
But earth, since what we know is ill ; nor one 
Where life and sorrow can together grow 
As e'er they have done, e'er they will do here. 

The boats are lower'd and fill'd, and silently 
They move upon the water, nearing fast 
The thing which draws them to it Nothing tells 
Their creeping swiftness. For no gath'ring ears 
The hissing of the fretted wave is giv*n 
The taking breeze. Upon the fated craft 
There seems no eye of carefulness. Oh, Heav'n ! 
Do they all sleep and dream, and is there not • 
In fancy aught but sweetness ? Treachery ! 
To give them no disturbance of a fear, 
Nor cast a warning in their slumber's joy ! 
It is their last ; and a short bitterness 
Will soon be struggled through to death beyond. 
Strange climbers mount the side, — a cry is heard—* 
Too late for help to note and save — 'tis o'er ! 
A knife is in the heart of its dismay. 
It has alarm'd, but, oh ! alarm doth come 
Only to show their death ! How many curse 
Security of ease which led to this 1 
Oh, they had need of wakefullest mistrust, 
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Of eyes that must not close, nor let their glance 
Be turn'd without suspicion save to arms, 
Had they but known who shared the sea with them ! 
But ignorance let in their doom, and they must be 
With things whose reaching not increases grief 
Till they in hopelessness are deem'd as lost 



'Twas but a massacre : that word can tell 
More than description. Scarcely ended it 
When sound was sharpen'd by a woman's shriek. 
" Who dares to disobey ? " Quick Mainoc turn'd. 
Within the cabin shone a single light 
Upon the dead, where hopefully this eve 
The happy living sat. Now did there seem 
A sickly coldness in its lonely flame, 
As though in vaulty dampness it were hung. 
He saw a girl, scarce past her childhood's time, 
Half-naked, kneeling ; her appealing looks 
Turn'd on a ruffian's face. Her one hand clutch'd 
His which her other held ; and as she gasp'd 
Her terror and her prayers, with hellish laugh 
He stopp'd his knife ere downward it made all 
Its journey to her heart. Her eyes have ta'en 
E'en now the stare of one that lieth cold, 
Dead with undrooped lids, where sightless awe 
Still gazes on the horrors life saw last. 
Not hers this fate, though she may think it come. 
Sad, hopeless heart ! Thou art not lost from help, 
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Though this thy wandering is very far ! 
A quicker than the coward's hand doth move : 
The blow is struck that stays his arm and saves : 
One faulty minion will not err again. 

" Shrink not, poor tender flower ! What stains 
thy breast 
Is not thine own, but his who sought thy blood. 
Haste thee to leave this place with me ! Alas ! 
Art thou afraid ? Methought an act of grace 
Might make the doer kindly look'd upon. 
But I am of this grief; and haply she would die, 
Death's surety past. Ho ! see ye to the maid ! 
Be to her what your mothers were to ye; 
And be your memories true. Burnetii the fire ? 
Are all prepared to leave ?" " It does : they are." 

Deserted lies the plunder^ ship ; and they 
That left her pause to watch the fire that grows 
From the set spark. A slight reflection tells 
Its being on the lower masts and sails. 
The smoke scarce rises ere the ready wind 
Rolls it away to uncover what is left, 
And thicken the forward air. The flame, 
Bent by the breeze, and lengthen'd in its tongue, 
Anon shoots up in irritable haste 
To snatch near things ; anon it sinks again, 
Busy with what it has. By those who watch, 
This passing mark of crime is gladly seen. 
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Rome, near the singing mad a threatening fire, 
Taught not more joy than these learn through their 

eyes, 
When in a mighty torch destruction moves 
Uncaring whither. Offering of success ! 
Infernal brand ! Drift with thy burning dead ! 
No life is tortured in its ling'ring. None 
Know this their pyre. Oh, haste to darkness swift, 
Nor flaunt unnatural light to fright the morn ! 
Oh, what a pallid face will eastward lift 
Its fulness hither, should the mark of night 
Be cruelty to the first glimpse of tender eyes ! 
Vanish, bright glare ! Eat thyself quick away ! 
Be ravenous more, until some sudden depth 
Is open'd for thine ending, and thy trace 
Is yet another secret of the deep ! 

Mainoc once more doth reach his own, and all 
Are gather'd in its bounds, and sheathed swords 
Are flung aside till future deeds demand 
More aid. Their booty waits for day to rise 
And tell its worth. Silence droops down again ; 
And sleep is sought by all, save one, and they 
Whose rest must not be yet : 'tis theirs to guide 
Their comrades o'er the deep till that time comes 
When safety is a trust in other hands. 
Ev*n Hulda — 'tis the name that was bequeathed 
As a sweet sound to know the captive girl — 
Lends not her breath to sobbing more, but frames 



46 MA IN O a 

In dreams where startling fancy comes in shape 
Of terrors past the sights where late 'twas born. 
* * * * # 

Ere twice again the moon was in the sky, 
And as the day was warming by the sun, 
A growing vision know they Asphodel 
Yielding more beauty unto short'ning sight, 
Till all beheld unsettles looks to turn 
On many asking sweetnesses. No hail 
Of welcome meets them. All the friends they have, 
Unparted with since met, aire with them now. 
From off their stern hereditary stand 
The sea-birds rise, sailing out from the rock, 
And upwards o'er the masts, peering about 
With moving, anxious heads, as knowing not 
The strangeness that is come. Within the bay 
The black ship glides and faces toward the sea. 
Her grasping anchor holds, and every spar 
Unrobes, save where the ghastly-pictured flag 
Struggles on high in the unshaping air ; 
And idleness was all and sunny basking, 
Twixt times of revelry and sauntering. 

The gentle-handed Spring, whose tenderness 
Nurses the still young year, teaching the twigs 
To droop a thicker shade, spake sweetly now 
Out of unwrapping buds. Much loveliness 
Had left its leafy screen behind ; as if 
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The gentlest voice had found some catching ears 
Where spirits were obedient, and came out 
From where their call seem'd but a whispering, 
list'ning, when it was o'er, to its last tones, 
Which, ling'ring, bade their beauties still unfold, 
And mix by perfume in the air. The mated birds, 
Like airy flowers o'er those of earth appealed 
(Birds are but flowers whose perfume is their song) 
Fluttfring and fading far into the green, 
Timing their labour with a song of it. 
And last night's coolness lingered present still 
Though chafed the sun past shade. In a place where 
No other's story took the ear away, 
Where the sea told no sense it was, and sound 
Was nought but musical, and silence clothed 
With harmony by loves of sweetest things, 
There was it Hulda oped her eyes to gaze 
Anew at life, and to forget ; for youth 
Has all that boon which is forgetfulness. 
Into her dreams the future's spirit came, 
And sadness of the past was lost with it. 
Mainoc she scarce had seen since on that night 
When he and safety came ; for moodiness 
Conveyed his presence and his look from much 
That might have ta'en its weightiness away. 
Still he had not forgotten her ; for here, 
Midst Beauty's best, a somewhat wither'd dame, 
And older man, were by his orders sta/d. 
(A kindness to their wishes.) To their care 
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The maid was giVn, and need of lengthy time 
Saw store of satisfaction. They, whose hearts 
Sent little deeds of gentleness astray 
To speak them better than the rest, were glad : 
And Hulda had no sorrow, being loved. 
***** 

And Mainoc sailed again and they were left. 
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IT was the end of many years : and far 
Through them had Mainoc wander*d ere he 
came 
Out of the dimness which from Asphodel 
Went deep. Yet their last moments seem'd as close 
Unto their first as intervening flight 
Had never been ; or these a burden giv'n 
Carried it like few else, centred too far 
In change to feel it ; for his thoughts were still 
The evil of our knowledge, and from time 
Had only gather'd coldness. Thus were they, 
Pass'd far from heating anger to a chill 
As of the death they brought, by sternness edged 
More cruelly. Yet his longing for their change 
Was much, but not from any view look'd strength 
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To call from where he wandefd. Ever there seem'd 

Some ground between him and his happiness 

Whose measure newly grew from the last step 

Placed by his hoping. Was his fancy but 

Some busy enmity, some way of doom, 

Luring him infinitely with a hope of rest 

And lengthening deceit till all seem'd it? 

And will his anxious searching never bloom 

Into discovery, so he must own 

There is no way to nothing, and no more 

Burnish with hope a thing he may not reach ? 

Haply we know some desert quiet where 
Creation so deeply blossoms that our look 
For earthiness though far but meets a flower, 
Fair yield of what we seek. Yet is no sight 
Of our dream-blinded eyes bestow'd on aught. 
For past all this we place a beauty more, 
Unshaped by Nature here, and with unrest 
We strive to leave what seems for ever circling 
Us when we move. What shadowy absence is 
That of the thing we sigh for ! and how cold 
Unto our thoughts the touch of what we know ! 
Each opening flow'r to our inquietude 
Doth but unfold the banner of its doom 
Since it lacks imaged sweetness, and all songs 
Seem only mocking of more lovely tones 
To tempt our searching on for evermore. 
No glimpse through parted branches comforts us ; 

£ 
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And we, impatient, wound them passing out 

Unto some other screen ; and, wearying, 

Discover deeper shade and silence till 

We deem our outlet is impossible, 

Yet may not turn to a scorn'd resting place 

Pleading for even its repose. Thus now 

Was Manioc's being tortured. But how soon — 

How suddenly when we are saddest minded 

May some fair city come into our sight, 

Where every sense shall learn to give us joy, 

And minister at last to happiness ! 

Each moment beareth ripeness unto something : 

Perchance for him some secret little bud 

Of joy is filling roundly even now ; 

To break and bid a desert be no more 

Naked of beauty, silent of all love. 

To those who knew him not — and all were those — 
A hardening frost seem'd working on his soul 
To thicken the jointless armour of his will 
'Gainst any soffning time's invasion. None 
E'er felt his sympathy ; to all he was 
Only a friend through being nothing else. 
It was an erring instinct, yet they learnt 
To think his calmest mood his worst, and as he grew 
More stern, more cold, they deem'd his spirit showM 
Its truth still more, and that he daily fell 
Nearer himself. But often-times for none 
May be the unlocking of our secretness. 
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There is no kindred soul to mix with ours ; to be 
So like that sameness will commune ; no sound 
Of harmony to bid us join all ours 
To music where the power of fitness is. 
Suspicion guards the heart from uttering aught, 
And carelessness permits no studying pause. 

Once more the fairy Isle is near, but yet 
Sight hath no mark to help its measuring 
What must be shorten'd still to make an end. 
It is the morn, though yet a part of night 
Do gloom and silence speak it. From the east 
The light is not giv'n length to hit and tell 
By broken passage anything is reach'd 
Unlevelling the sea. Few on this search 
Of Asphodel were comrades on the last. 
Some that have gone uneasily have died, 
Making scenes horrible : and some have fled 
Trair/rous to crime not greater than their own, 
More honourably bad ; and who remain 
Havefaintest memory of the place, and scarcely there 
Lingers its beauty and its spirit pure. 
*Twas as a dream not holden at the morn : 
Where is no stamp of import, nor is known 
A pleasure promised, nor a thing of ill, 
Nor either call'd again from bygone truth : 
When memory is only that we dream'd. 
And they that saw, and they that have to see 
Alike are careless in their visiting. 
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They seek not safety who are strange to fear ; 
And though 'tis theirs, ,'tis idly look'd upon. 
The sons of turmoil little think of ease 
But as a rest to speed another flight. 
Nor is much length of sojourning proposed : 
For one, their chief, is wise enough to know 
Security doth make a listless mind. 
Upon soft-bosom'd idleness lie slaves ! 
There purposes grow slack, and comes a mist 
Where cheating shapes out-phantom Liberty 
Unto the credulous eye that questions not. 



All are on shore, and habitable grots, » 
Whence frighted seabirds whitely stream'd, are fill'd 
With light and sound that are disturbances 
Of their dark quiet ; where, save to the scream 
Of feather'd, talon'd hosts, echoes uncalPd, 
Dumb in their stony sepulture kept back 
For years their answer to humanity. 
The sky half o'er is sun, and timorous clouds 
Melt fearfully away, till, shadowless, 
The earth and sea have no unfeatured change. 
Oh, what a lifting may the senses know 
Out of depression as the empty air 
Grows full of splendor, and the westward tide 
Of glory rolls along unbrokenly ! 
Who would repress his matin song, nor melt 
A little of his soul in thankfulness ? 
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O ancient monarch, brightness of thy throne ! 
Wealth-giver to this needy orb ! Proud Sun ! 
The pomp concentred of a million kings, 
Blazing at greatest power its longest time, 
Is a scarce present star to thee — a spark 
That robs an atom of an instant's gloom ! 
The bow of nations is unto thee, and a smile 
Lights at thy beams o'er all the facing world 
Where countless multitudes behold thy race 
Unending : speeding for no prize but all 
The gladness in the throngs which see thee pass. 
Theirs the enrichment though the deed is thine ! 
O beauty-leader to thy asking gaze I 
What happy things are tempted into gladness 
Where eyes may steal some joy, and innocence 
Spread all its whiteness, minded by pure sights 
To show itself in holy utterance 
When thou art busy melting the hard year, 
And warmly cloaking beauty's nakedness ! 
So crouching shame knows thy discovering eye, 
And darkens at the scorn of better things ; 
Showing its stain in curses which but creep 
About the base of blessings, ne'er to mount 
Above their height to front thee with reproach. 
O fathomer of the gloom of centuries ! 
Sweep on through eternity ! thou leadest life 
Along the path which open'd with thy beams, 
A happy beacon in a kindly hand. 
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From young-eyed morn until with thoughtful brow 

The day doth softly leave us we will sing 

The merry tunes thou teachest. When 'tis gone, 

Resting from happiness upon its dream, 

By the hit stars we still shall practise faith. 

Thou art the hope of the repose thou bring'st, 

Powerfully kind, the very heart of God ! 

Alone was Mainoc where most loneliness 
Wrapp'd in its cold and solemn air the Isle. 
Where rocky frowning from the immobile face 
Of bleak encrusted Nature met his own. 
Oh, how compassionate is solitude 
Where are no smiles reminding misery 
It is ! Where all the sensibility 
Deep-rooted feels no plucking, but lies still 
Under the gloomy shade it casts about : 
Whose soil and bitter sap is thought. Yet here 
And now his thinking brought no comforting 
Though he was given much. Perchance the boon 
Lack'd newness to be worthy ; or he, pass'd 
Out of its serving's need, look'd fretfully 
At its approach. The wind that sooths by day 
Oft makes the night too cold ; and he now wish'd 
Some tenderer memories were ! Alas ! far off 
And hidden were they, with no lead to search ! 

Then with the images of long ago, 
Gather'd for happy looks of after-time, 
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There came a spirit to him smilingly, 
And soothing, spake to him of softer scenes 
Where silence gave its passage to a song 
Of many singers that dash'd there each morn, 
And though far sent yet ever seem'd of length 
To appear above the depth it wander'd to. 
And thither was he led to dream again 
Amidst wild loveliness and arborous shade ; 
To listen to the freshet's plaint, where bent 
The ungarden'd and the flow'r of richness most, 
Like Beauty unto Music listening, 
A double sweetness wedded to the place. 

Slowly he went, and as his paces grew 
They brought his eyes to more entrancing things 
Which gave surprise to widen whence he saw, 
And hasten'd questioning. For Nature here 
Did seem to own some following minister 
That led her sweetest features to the gaze, 
Till Beauty pack'd within herself, in all 
Lessens the charm by no unequal spot, 
And fancied things have argument at last. 
Twas summer time, and fragrance was so deep 
That all the insects scarcely needed flowers 
But drank the syrupy air, or lazily 
There floated as on blooms invisible. 
Here stretch'd in crystal quiet was a lake 
Where darting fish, like thoughts within the brain, 
Flash'd brightly, speeding in a happy chase. 
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It mirror'd the sweet things of Heav'n and Earth : 
For seeming fathoms deep was the blue sky, 
And many color'd flowers to its side 
Press'd, thick'ning as they nearer sloped to it. 
Here the tall lily of the royal robes 
Look'd o'er to that one of its snowy kind 
Which with the bunchy violets sadly grew 
Under the chestnut trees, like quiet saints 
In cloisters. There too that climber spread whose 

day is short, 
Which by its white bells doth preach of purity 
And will not look upon the night. The boughs 
Increased the wind that waved them, mixing 

scents 
To one which had the richness of them all. 
And hanging all about were golden fruits 
Beaming upon each other, ripeningly, 
Helping the sun to mellow later growths. 
Under the orb that melted all this bliss 
Upon the earth the sister roses bloom'd, 
The blushing, and the pale, and yellow one ; 
Emblems of sweet, sad things, which plainly spake 
From loamy beds ; and staring pansies look'd 
On all sides ; and the loveliest tints 
Which make a summer's richness on the walks 
Were shadows of the flowers. In their midst, 
Yet placed for looking into wafry depth, 
Folded in honeysuckle and a vine 
Which hung about it blooming gratefully 
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For this support of its developing, 
There was a bower, like a casket hid 
In jewels which make all its worth, and wrapp'd 
For ever in sweet perfume. As it had come 
The water near through femy arches went, 
Glistening as with a farewell smile, and sang 
Unceasingly all that would bring deep sleep 
To dreamy listeners midst close coolness resting. 

Silent he stood, and, for a moment, still. 
Like one who fears a movement will dispel 
Something whereon he looks ; as if a breath 
Will make it fade, or lift it far away, 
When, too unlike, a barrenness will show 
Made lovely but by beauty resting there 
Dropt by a tired breeze. Then murmur'd he : — 

" Twas Asphodel from off the wave I saw, 
But here the past is not. Am I but lapsed 
In the existless pleasure of a dream ? 
This has no tinct nor laboring of mine ! 
Oh, mortal senses ! are ye truly tpuch'd 
By some reality? I do but sleep, 
Fairily vision'd I Yet it passes not, 
Mixing fantastically as a dream ! 
Nor can I stretch my fancy out to reach 
Beyond it quickly as a sleeper may. 
Tis indeed fix'd ! Oh, marvellous workmanship, 
To live so sweetly o'er an instant's time ! 



58 MAINOC. 

The beauties which were here were wild and waste ; 
By sluttish Nature strewn about, and grew 
All mixedly, and with infringing aim 
Upon each other's showing. Now nought lags behind, 
Nor suffers pushers past with eagerness 
To keep a weaker spirit from its deed. 
Persephone, spending her earthly time, 
Ne'er look'd on kindness more than lingers here 
Soft in the fruitful care of loveliness. 
This water, too, like a bright diamond 
Circled by all the world's discover'd gems, 
Bringing the heavens far beneath the gaze, 
How gather'd it to glad the lapping sun ? 
When last I look'd the place was thirsty dry ; 
The heaviest moisture that the grass-blade knew 
Was laid upon it by the dew or rain, 
Feeding for higher spring, like pensiveness, 
That weighs awhile to give a deeper speech. 
What fount is this ? and, oh ! its keeper where, 
That I may know the worker of this love ? " 

" Ah, I am frozen by this tenderness ! 
Numb'd back to stopping of those thoughts 
Whereat strange pictures would upon my face, 
Burd'ning it, speak of that which is below, 
Of unsuspected motion or design ; 
Asking quick note of wonder as they rose 
Like bubbles to the surface of a pool 
Else keeping all its secrets to itself. 
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Here can I be myself no more, no more ! 
Discovery's eyes seem all about ! Oh ! not a sigh 
Would silence move, or stir the settled air 
With its commotion small but 'twould betray ! 
And some led glance would see too truthfully. 
What place is portion'd out to solitude 
And never learns to speak of other things ? 
Ah ! must I ever seek a stilly depth 
Where none have pass'd to move to eloquence ? 
Oh, ye tongued flowers ! who has taught ye thus ? 
Let me see more — it strangely is not new ! 
'Tis not, but 'twas a dream that sweetly changed 
Into all this as in a barren place 
I combated with troublous shapes. Oh, sight 
Cast through a distance to my sleep ! how sweet 
Thy wearing through thick roughness till this 

smiled ! — 
And that fair face which through a demon's came 
Much comforting, what veileth it?" 

He moved, 
Then paused ; for 'twixt the echoes of his steps 
Rose others which were softer ; and the birds 
Gave increased melody, as if new notes 
Enlarged the wonted measure of their song, 
Grown to it by some added happiness. 
And weightless butterflies were blown in air 
As by dissatisfaction with their sweets, 
Spying some other. And he turn'd his gaze — 
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Oh, Heaven ! Who has coma ? Is not this earth ? 
What an arm'd face ! It is a spirit's, or — 

She seem'd a thing so very fair and soft, 
Like to some new-born spirit of the air 
Shaped where it is most pure and delicate ; 
Where no unholy taint was ever blown, 
Nor visited a breath that was too rude 
While beauty grew, to chase its perfectness 
Behind some meagre, ill-affecting front. 
Lovely as she whom Leda's bathing brought, 
Whose frailty doom'd a city and a host ; 
But with the eye's comparing likeness stopp'd. 
Oh, as the deity of every charm, 
(And gentle as the wind that wafted her) 
Or as the graceful triad helpingly 
Moulded to give Perfection some domain 
Where she might dwell — her first possessed 

place — 
So was she fully fair and dazzling. 
Yet what are all these images to her? 
The nymphs and goddesses that fancy made 
Are useless save to it ; and though its sight 
Draw to the mind a thousand luxuries, 
How poor, when all the other senses crave ! 
Rapture may never trespass out of truth— 
Ev*n frenzy's praising cannot falsely speak 
With her the theme of its delirium. 
Fair excellence of shape, where modesty 
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More whitens innocence ! Earth's loveliest flow'r 

That wander'd from the East hath sought her face 

(Ah ! Zephyr must have long blown on that face !) 

As for a mart to show its peerlessness 

And with the o'erspreading lily always bloom, 

Giving its summer look to a fair place 

Which feeds to richest growth. Set there she has 

Eyes above all whose language is the best ; 

And never say they nothing or are dumb : 

Whose color is the scorching of their light : 

Whose look is warmth. And down, 

Like the outpouring of a soul of worth, 

O'er her white shoulders melts her shining hair 

In lengthy richness. Idol never carved ! 

Fit habitant to grace fair Tempe's vale, 

Where all the enamour'd hours mourn they have 

wings, 
And sadly feel the blinding time of night ! 
Oh ! here be slow, ye carriers, nor vex 
The morning with your speed, for all ye take 
Is pleasure's own ! 

That beauty hath some end 
Which can be chronicled in words : but here 
Words are but startled thoughts, uplifted all 
A little toward a thing above their flight ; 
And being feeble so, soon must they fall 
To work 'neath silence ; for are ever coming, 
Sweet'ning the life which them unfolds, new looks 



62 MAINOC. 

Whose long description's bound in an unknown 

tongue 
Which we may never learn. So must be giVn 
To fancy whose interpreting is not, 
The finishing of what is endlessness. 

This Hulda ; yet a promise scarce begun ; 
And unto Mainoc, who till now forgot 
Through thicken'd time his happy deed, she seem'd, 
So different from what he scarce had seen, 
A sudden flash of beauty from a spark. 

Her soft looks melted his, which, wonder-clad, 
Forgot long time to yield their cloudiness. 
And pleasure found his face, not leaving hers, 
Though it was given thence : and while his eyes 
Were transport-jouVd to her§ she swiftly drew 
Her mighty influence nearer ; and on knees 
Which brought a softness to the green she sank, 
Veiling her gladness o'er with earnestness. 

" If gratitude need pardon 'tis my fault, 
And, too, my joy to be confessing it ! " 
She cried. " But, oh ! to me how worse it seems 
If this be so, to never so have err*d ! 
My lord, 'tis Hulda kneels, who knelt before ; 
And now she thanks for what was given then. 
'Tis late, indeed, to speak ; but, earlier, 
My speech, unlearned in much happiness, 



MAINOC. 63 

Had but described the picture of my bliss, 

Ere it was finish'd half. Yet have I known 

Impatience pulling at the coming hours, 

And, thoughtless, wish it could unshape the year, — 

Crush through the growth of Time, and spoil much 

bloom 
To grasp its sweetest Loudly murmuring, 
Twould hallo down a line of days to reach 
The impassive keeper of an imaged joy 
Which Hope had built for Fancy to adorn 
With what this pleasure-breathing one doth give. 
Alas ! 'twas placed where I could move it not I 
But those 'twixt it and me were spent by haste 
Teaching this place to smile by thy return. 
And soon it smiled ; but, oh, thou didst not come ! 
I mourn'd — I watch'd, till Patience came at last 
With face of eventide and cooling hand. 
She told me still to watch, but dried my tears : 
And I was left to think, and thankfulness 
Did fashion all my thoughts, and dedicate 
Their flow to Heaven when it failed toward thee. 
Which gave me more delight I may not tell 
Lest — HeaVn be angered I Yet 'twill not be so ; 
For it has taught this preference to be right. 
Thou gaVst me what I wish'd, and all since things 
To me, methinks, were given then. Thou hast 

forgot ! 
As kindliness remembers not its deeds 
Through doing more ; and gifts are never miss'd 
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By who are kind, for yielding benefits 

Is the unclothing of a generous mind 

Which never is divest of all. Oh, say 

This measure of thee is but little part ! 

They told me thou wert cold — could I believe ? 

Unkind — for thou wert never kind to them. 

Oh, could I still believe? I could not hear; 

But sought a place to weep at thy dispraise, 

And nestle with the opposite I knew. 

Opinion leads to law : my law was made 

To hold thee different by thinking so. 

My heart has drawn a picture for my brain; 

Give me not eyes to see that it is wrong : 

Oh, tell me 'tis not false, or tell me nought ! 

'Twere misery to disenchant my mind. 

Not even Truth should tamper with beliefs 

Whose holding's happiness. Yet shouldst thou 

speak, 
Changing my dream, like it I too would fade, 
Since ere the end, and ere its strength was robb'd, 
My thankfulness was said." 

Soft as the stars grow westward in his eyes 
There came a tender light with quietude. 
His words were wonder-clipt away, and long 
He stood, like Silence listening for Sound 
Again to ravish its fine sense, till tears 
Like rivers o'er some fairy ground ran down 
Her paling cheeks, and as prepared gems 
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Crept in the setting of her hair, too quickly robb'd 
By the displacing measure of her breast. 

" Oh, Heav'n ! Oh, stay, and let not thy belief 
Pass floating on thy tears' quick bearing stream ! 
Lady ! Fair Hulda 1 turn thine eyes up here, 
And bid thy sorrow's crystal bleeding cease. 
Oh ! form not thus thine attitude toward me, 
But rise from off the sweetly burdened earth 
And leave its weighting unto gross made things 
Whose need depresses them 1 Oh, lovely growth 
Of beauty-yielding hours, whose first was kind 
To give the adorning rest their sweetest work ! 
Mine eyes and ears are wonder-habited ; 
And still Persuasion lingers where her chased 
And lustre-blinded spirit carried her. 
If this be true — and wishing fain would charm 
Beliefs nVd color to my thoughts — why then, 
My duty came in thy sweet-masking words. 
Tis I should kneel, and all thy teeming thanks 
But take as some that I should learn to say." 

" Yet it is strange ! — hold I my senses still ? 
Is there a sorrow that is felt for me ? 
Sweet light unto mine eyesl how couldst thou 

grow 
So bright, so unattended? Oh, the flow'rs 
Thou bendest over have mista'en thy face 
For earth, transferring all their beauty there ! 

F 
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Such as thou wert I saw unmovedly ; 
Such as thou art I no more thought to see 
Than midnight dreams to sight her chasing sun. 
Now dreamy-mounted Joy leaps on my gaze 
And hangs her ecstasy there until I feel 
All my compassion turn'd upon myself! 
What gave I thee ? — to me 'twas little worth — 
Life — Misery's plaything, which she wears away ! 
Yet carelessly 'twas done — When saints would ask 
Confession who would not unburthen all ? — 
I must be truth though it should drag reproach 
In front of praising which doth press it back — 
A thoughtless gift is ne'er by kindness made : 
The deed was mine, but oh, the kindness HeavVs ! 
Yet hear me still : I'll drag me up again 
To all thy sight : be not my judge too soon. 
Here there are two, the true shall speak to thee. 
(Something unwinds which I would see all out) 
Then was I where the highest fling of hate 
Unnatures man to make his wrongs be felt. 
I know much sorrow — haply have made it more 
Than might have been — and until now I deem'd 
Its increase was not run. Oh, strangely new, 
A feeling lifts from where I lately stood ! 
Surely this time knew what was moving to it I — - 
This the futurity which then cried out ! 
'Twas some prophetic softness spared thy life 
To lead thee up to this, and me to bring 
Unto that moment's large and pleasant growth." 
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" When joy is strange, thou'lt guess to what it 
comes : 
Yet pass not there, for I am cursed enough 
Knowing myself, and would not let be seen 
What may not last. The knowledge of thy heart, 
If it hath shrined me there a thing not ill, 
Oh, keep that image still ! 'tis not so false 
As reputation rankly oozes out 
Though I was turn'd, I yet may turn again ; 
Indeed become what thou'st already made. • 
Divide me not from goodness, I will keep 
So closely to it that no severing glance 
May edge between, suspicion have no way 
Open'd for cautious creeping. Let that night 
Be yester's unto thee, and I will let 
No voice of other time, no action worse, 
Tempt hindrance to thy dream of happiness. 
Thy captor then — now will I be thy slave I " 



The look of preciousness and happy ring 
Of laughter Hulda own'd made Asphodel 
A treasure-keeping spot To him who saw, 
Her gladness never lessen'd past a smile, and 

Mainoc heard 
Strange songs of other lands in her pure voice 
Teaching sound melody. Oh, utterance 
Of magic beauty pass'd through golden bars, 
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And sweeten'd since 'twas made by fashioning 
Its harmony to more meaning ! This her words 
Clothed by her shaping voice with the last tone 
That perfects music. 'Twas unbroken save 
By laughter, or the making of her kindness 
Into some gentle deed. And yet she seem'd 
More happy in past things than what were now, 
As though some gain delighted her awhile 
Not looking yet for more ; like her mind toy*d 
With some content, and happy so with all 
That on her level liking nothing rose 
Drawn by more interest higher than the rest. 
Less woman-like when not alone she seem'd, 
As though her childhood strove to show again 
By innocence kept near. 

Where equal love 
Is given to all things, none is truly loved : 
For truth in this is scarce divided up : 
Or so, a larger share on one bestow'd 
Speaks of a depth which only one can know. 
Hulda's compassion with her knowledge went; 
And of the sisterhood of gentle things 
She nurtured all Through many would she pass 
To tend the weakest flow'rs ; and when one fell, 
Would, mourning, care more tenderly for those 
Too like the lost. A lifeless bird was grief: 
And in all others' song she seemed to miss 
A sound of greater beauty. Past this life 
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None knew she to need other fondness, none 

To learn and echo back the love she gave. 

She listened oft to Mainoc seeing things 

Of wondrous shape through him. Strange lands, 

Strange dwellers, and unnatural loveliness, 

Which moved away with age and ruinous man, 

Who ever is unbuilding simpleness 

To strain beyond its beauty. Oft a wish 

To pass unto these wonders would she make, 

But, looking round, undid it with a sigh. 

Oh, days of idols 1 she would turn belief 
Back to more reason were she seen to be, 
Coming too suddenly to a dreaming crowd ! 
One votary had the feelings of a world 
To blindness' dark extreme, and Mainoc this. 
Oh, Heav*n ! when love has long dela/d its race 
Hoping a pictured prize, what madness comes 
When 'tis in all the gaze ! Oh, a dull thing 
Unto its passionate sight is misery ! 
Love pines till he is mirror'd, and much pains 
Will take to smooth into reflecting clear 
The roughness dulling kindred tenderness, 
So he may see himself. Mainoc withheld 
A time his struggling heart behind a front 
Of kindness, sadly fearing to show more 
To her he look'd upon; until at last, 
Asking himself if he dare love, he found 
That what he felt proclaim'd the question late. 
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Soon she became more silent, as if thought 
Stole o'er her happiness, or some newer growth 
Of joy robb'd other of its life, but yet 
Spake not assuredly. Ever she met 
Mainoc with growing shyness, and with looks 
That fear'd to answer his lest they might speak 
What her tongue knew not how. A soften'd voice 
Tuned her attention, and her gayness fell 
To little moments' uttering, where of late 
Its echoing time was all the listening day 
Whose only sadness was that other sounds 
Part fill'd its hollowness. 



Sweet is the hour when Love's first hope is 
given ! 
'Tis the first glimpse of Paradise, where all 
Our longing would swift carry us to dwell 
A thinning of our doubts and a far leap 
From the unsteady flashing of our hopes 
To a soft brightness which is always round ; 
A never-dying sun, which giveth pow'r 
To dreams to enrich themselves. We, happy, feel 
The loadstone of our life has drawn us where 
A sweet companionship unto the end 
Will make its measure gladness. And we look 
With kindly eyes on everything, as though 
Our deep love for the best in passing there 
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Touch'd all beyond which this has excellence. 

Things yield us meanings which, till now unlearn'd, 

We thought had no possessors hiding them. 

Clear voices other than we ever heard 

Speak to us giving knowledge, though unsought ; 

And there is no unconsciousness of bliss, 

Nothing where passing to it will be lost 

More than a heart-beat's time : for if we fall 

Into grief deadly still it shineth through 

To lead us quickly out, and cast a light 

Upon the place of our dark plunge and issuing. 

Oh, life is full of isles of blessed make, 

And night the travelling time that brings to them ! 

Each hour's slips to another's dream insensibly 

As heat joins cold, and brings us to more sight 

Of fairy regions which await our gaze. 

Each day stores sweeter thoughts, and in the night 

Visions which do enrapture sleep unfold 

What the quick-seizing brain has ta'en from day; 

And morning brings no grief but hope of more. 

What spirit is insoluble in bliss ? 
His was not so who thought 'twould ever be. 
All that he felt betra/d what he could feel ; 
And Hulda was not wrong'd by seeing aught 
That could dissuade from what she erst believed. 
No more he sought the secrets solitude holds ; 
Or mooded thus, it was on other themes 
Than .hatred and despair his questions fell. 



I 



72 MAINOC. 

Love gave his tongue a softer, kinder speech 
Than even she first heard, and o'er the past 
The present hung a curtain neither raised 
Save when to gaze where they together were. 

Oh !• what is pleasanter than the wandering 
Of lovers in a happy place, where all 
Doth help their dreaming onward to a bloom 
Which each new moment shows is not yet reach'd 
By some more kindness coming to the sense ! 
Each to the other is a minstrel sweet, 
And ever sounds new music which doth come 
To ears increasing it ; and every speech 
Meets a believing ear which draweth faith 
All past confining reason. Though oft said 
There seems not repetition. . Any sigh 
Grieves which may hear, speaking a lurking thing 
Impuring happiness, or a little weed 
Which was not touched when all the rest were pluck'd, 
Or sprung from some seed dropped forgetfully. 

Nought but a gentle hand can lead toward HeaVn : 
And a pure woman's love is this, for this, 
The surest best ; for it is Heaven's power 
Given to one of it. 'Tis like the sun 
Which stainless makes the sky. All evil things 
Drop from the soul which them no longer feeds 
Strangely away, till a fair spirit left 
Breathes calm at elevation. 'Tis a summer's breath 
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On frost's imprisoning. And soon we pass 
Into the holy air that draws us out 
To mingle there, part of that tender life 
Which gave ours newly. If we have evil been 
Regret melts to amendment, and the heart 
Affectionless, like a bare spot of earth, 
Hath seeds blown there which clothe with 

beauteousness. 
The breath of goodness is upon the hell 
That wickedness is making for its doer 
A mighty gust to put it out, a soft 
And gentle raising of that light which in 
The dullest spirit smoulders. 

Very far 
Though falPn he is not lost who still can love : 
And what than this hath longer reach to save ? 
And Mainoc krfew much change as more his heart 
Was nlTd by Hulda. Shorter Love's tether grew, 
And never wandering from memory, 
Unto his absence bounds within bounds set 
Made emptiness of time grow less. 



And they were wed. 
Twas on a sunny morn when o'er the brim 
Of the cool east the promise-bringing light 
Spake of its gifts. No showy cavalcade 
Along a thronged way in triumph pass'd. 
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No downward race of merry bells threw out 

The warrant of their coming happiness. 

Few, and but careless gazers, mark'd the rite. 

A simple altar where a friar stood, 

(Him duty brought from his accustom'd walk) 

And, murmuring through the ceremony, led 

Hulda's low, faltering accents to their end, 

Which came with Mainoc's fervent-press'd caress. 

Soon it was over, — 'tis a quick-made tie 

For what may last so long — and as they went, 

Released from pressing awe burst Hulda's joy. 

Laughter, the blossom of happiness, from her lips 

Was all the music of a jubilant choir : 

And Mainoc listen'd to it thoughtfully. 



CANTO IV. 

LOVE measures best despair; yet who that loves, 
By thinking misery thus might gather feeling 
From tenderness to dreadfully shape itself, 
Would e'er epitomise the eloquence 
Which warms each little subject with its fire, 
And burns with eyes and tongue unceasingly? 
Love sees what is, and not what is to be. 
The future is but an extent of this 
Which is all happiness ; and there not are 
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But marvels of advantage, and sweet thoughts 

Which lie along the path to more. 'Tis mad 

To let a doubt — ill-omen'd bird — flit in 

Between us and our fancy, bidding us breathe 

The summer-chasing cold of our neglect 

On all the antique habitude of Love ; 

To pluck the wings which bear us, lest, too high, 

They suddenly should be stolen and our drop 

Be to great hurt. Who would a dweller be 

In dark security and cold, when such adventure lights 

The way to it as love ? and who would see 

In all its pleasure but infinity? 

We should not centre chance in failure, nor 

Send looks beyond the brightness we would gain; 

Nor fearful, move to, bending from it, as 

Our passage were but stretching from retreat. 

Reason, the all-men's counsellor, trespasses 

Where it can never tell us half we know ; 

And its first blight on flow'ry borders thrown 

Lessens the circle till its midst is reach'd, 

And fancy wings no more, no more enticed 

O'er pleasure to its deepest dwelling place. 

Then should our fondness see approach its dream 
The gloomy shade of something probable 
Whisp'ring with icy breath — " No more ! Grow cold ! 
Be marble to this sun : if sadness come, 
'Tis better thou shouldst weep a little now 
Than wait and die of grief." Oh, push away 
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The bending horror ! Rather let us die, 
If love be all our grief, than stretch afar 
A life of coldness ! For who would live on 
Beyond his greatest loss ? Oh, this deserted air, 
Impure since one loved spirit ceased to give 
All sweetness, would be rank with thick'ning ills I 
What balm could we accept ? What place to us 
Would be not desert? Oh, how cursed the hour 
Which threw division as our lot ; which took 
So much in stealing all we cared to have, 
So little, leaving us and woe behind, 
Pass'd into gloom through parting, its sad door ! 

These thoughts are doubting tears which should 
not flow 
When. Hope, that sweet evaporator's nigh. 
Hope deals with outlines, building amidst light 
With thoughts which make it brighter. Oh, give aid ! 
And be enshrined in this, and day by day 
A blissful dwelling will thy fancy make. 
Leave Love's sweet ministers, looks, sighs, which fill 
Its breathing time of song their service still 
They make the gentle power by which happiness 
Draws us from other things. Thus are we form'd, 
If earlier than we wish, more fit for Heav*n. 

Night creeps on tiptoe to the world and pours 
Her HeaVn-distillfed drug into the brain, 
By Silence, her smooth hand, administering, 
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Until we float away from earthliness, 

Sailing amidst its memories. Yet now 

All missionless she draws to Asphodel 

For nearer as she comes she but unfolds 

A festival to more brightness. Scarcely dropt 

The sun from it the sky is half a fiWr 

Which groweth lighter towards its heart, the west 

And o'er the bay come songs on Silence flung, 

Sinking away too soon, like blossoms cast 

On a deep sea. And 'gainst their joyousness 

Dashes glad laughter sometimes making music 

Bend, lengthening its course. And woman's voice 

Is not witheld ; for many maidens here, 

The dark, the fair, the captured, and the led, 

Tom from their homes, or lured by tempting vows, 

Have brought their beauty and their sighs; yet soon 

To lose the last and still more lovely grow. 

There is a wind which blows to us from the past 

Sweet odors, through bright air, or haply clouds 

Hung heavily on thick sorrow-gather'd sighs. 

If it bring joy, oh ! much 'twill die away 

When what is now is more than what has been : 

And when did joy in its adornment fail? 

Soon they all grew to love and leave their grief; 
For pleasure placed a kerchief to their eyes 
Until no tears were there. Though love be rude 
Twill still be kind. What was so roughly seized 
So tenderly set down and nourish'd was, 
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That haste by this translated was forgiven. 
Truth will trust much, and women that are true 
Bind all their feelings unto happiness 
Quickly, when is their service tempted much. 
Faith in it is to strength a kindness great, 
Adding more power ; and Love for its repose 
Sees places strange. Resting upon a rock 
'Twill dream it into grassy softness. All 
9 These damsels drew affection round their thought 
Which from this sweet confinement wander'd forth 
To its beseeching likeness pleasantly. 
And 'mongst them was no jealousy to turn, 
Horrible as whom Crataeis bore, but each 
Gave and had love which not another shared. 
Spoilers do ever prize the thing they steal, 
And by a nearer gaze is beauty seen 
Which distance kept away. As things of worth 
Than expectation proving richer far, 
Such were these maids. 

Who will not mark when woman's eye appeals, 
Or let her pray in vain ? The hardest heart 
Unpetrified would grow beneath this power, 
And turn as soft as that which importunes. 
Like to their chief his followers became : 
They plundered less, and never more they slew. 
Even their wand'rings irksome grew at last ; 
And when they saiTd, they seem'd to leave a 
dream, 
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A sleep of bliss, toward which their weariness, 
Eire the Isle vanish'd, calTd them back again. 

Over the water lights in color'd lamps, 
Like the illuming souls of beauteous birds 
Seen through their plumage, sped, reflected all. 
And on a terrace, held in soft'ning spheres, 
Like thinly misted moons there many were 
Whose images hung on the wave, oft lifted 
By the o'er creeping gondola to rest 
On faces whose bright looks dissolved theirs 
To melt o'er loveliness, which, moving there, 
Shorten'd the passage of the light to end 
At a fair picture wrought between two glooms, 
Dark'ning each much. 'Twas like a vision coming 
Into our sleep when thought doth reach a thing 
That bids it grow. And voices from it calTd 
To lingerers on shore to come midst them 
To send a fuller music in the air : 
And some would hear, and bid them come anon ; 
And some were listening to soften'd tones 
Of love through which none other gain'd their ears. 
Bright'ning itself, their busy happiness 
To all did make the place seem HeaVn, 
And these the little lights about it, stars. 

The moon, the heavens' memory of light 
Awhile departed, past the morrow's eve 
Will 'gin to show a wearing sphere, as when 
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She useless strives to illuminate the morn. 

Just o'er the wave, far in that other deep 

Track'd only by the stars and her, she comes 

As though the phosphor of the sea were bound 

Into one orb, and on the surface sailed. 

Slowly her glory rolls upon the night ; 

And all another's beauty soften'd there 

Dresses the dark with paleness. The sun's gold 

To silver turn'd runs down upon the earth. 

Oh, what a night for love, reft of its sighs, 

To tell their meaning, and to fondly breathe 

The passion it has learnt in all it says, 

Restrain'd no more by doubt ! An hour when love 

As silent as the merging of a leaf 

To its full catch of light and air doth come 

To cheer the sight of that which drew it out. 

For Hulda Mainoc built a tower, high, 
Whence latest she could look upon the sun 
Whither her eyes were turn'd to meet his sail 
When large expectancy grew and prompted her. 
Wide steps of stone oft changed in upward slant 
Eased the ascent which scarce but light feet made. 

Much richness was within : the walls were clad 
In shining gold where pictures rare were set, 
Nature's kind looks enticed from life and change 
To linger still as sweet and longer here, 
like isles in a sunlit sea : and images 
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Grew from the marble of the floor and smiled 
For ever young and beautiful, that she who moved 
Amongst them, fairer, might have happy sights 
To keep her so. Ah, hearts which gave those looks ! 
How many of you, broken since that hour 
When seizure was from age and misery, 
Have changed them all ! Unto the door one look'd 
Pleasantly, and with outstretch'd hand ; a maid 
Whose beauty peep'd not out of modesty, 
Both leagued to adorn. To these the light went past 
The casements color'd : oft their whiteness was 
Divided 'twixt bright shades. And lengthily stretch'd 
The fondness of soft couches, rich with work 
Of the designing East. There butterflies 
Wing'd ever amongst flowers that faded not ; 
And there one moment of a life set down, 
Told of its past and future by the attire 
And shape its present had. Often their scents 
The fire released from fragrant woods, when seem'd 
A visionless garden to perfume the air. 

Here the lone watcher of the pleasant Isle 
Would see the light away, and mourn the night, 
Lest it should cheat the horizon-loving eye 
Of earliest sight to measure meeting by, 
And keep from use the signals of her love. 
At night which ever way she look'd she saw the 

stars; 
For in the deep another sky appeared. . 

G 
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Oft gazed she on them when all other eyes 
Had left the brightest looking o'er the sea ; 
Singing some mournful song between her prayers, 
Which ever were for him who led her there, 
Until the morning chased her wakefulness 
Into a little sleep. Here, and alone, 
Hulda and Mainoc sate this eventide. 

They look'd and listen'd. She upon his breast 
Half lean'd, and ever turn'd her face to his. 
She was so fair, and they were absent so 
From aU of earth that oft he doubted her 
Whom he did clasp, so spirit-like she seem'd. 
All lustre-wrapped she was, as ready clothed 
To tread the shining pathway to the moon ; 
To brighten it anew, and with eternal light 
Again to mix, a long-lost part of it. 
The music to the casement phantoms brought, 
Which vanished as the sound was lost, again 
At other song to come in different < guise. 
Behind them Cytherea watch'd : her face 
Seem'd of the moon-beam but a thicken'd part : 
While near her Vesta held a useless lamp : 
And inward dimmer went pale, silent shapes, 
Their chiselTd happiness still feeling eyes 
Gazing upon it, will not move away. 

***** 

There is a chiding look come o'er her face, 
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Transparent building on a ground of love, 
Which fondness places there to plead for it 
Till words can tell the melting of the soul. 

a Bid me to love ? Ah, bid the hours to fly, 
And see if they thy bidding will obey ! 
Ask not what is, to be ! Tis a strange need 
Which, having, knows it not. There is no heart 
But bears some spot impressible and soft, 
And thou hast taught me mine is one of these. 
But thou art smiling !— oh ! why was't dela/d 
Until I wrong'd ? Is punishment so sweet, 
Or my much bribed heart, thy judge, so kind 
That thou delightest in this wantonness 
Which doubts again, again to be assured ? 
Oh, thou dost let me fall a little way 
From happiness to draw me nearer it ! 
What can I say that will delight thee more ? 
I would not cease it ever if 'twere known. 
It is my tongue and not my heart's at fault : 
This in a thousand syllables would move 
The wavy air with tenderness. Each beat 
Would give a sound more gentle than the last, 
The numbering of sweeter growing words, 
Till silence should not be for speaking love — 
Save when I ceased for thine to fit therein." 

"Thoughts when thou'rt absent, which I mean to 
tell 
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To thy returned ears, untended, die ; 
By new giVn ones they ever are eclipsed 
In fire, and I do often weep for much 
Wherewith I meant to please. — When next thou'rt 

gone 
111 carve outside my brain, and teach my pretty 

birds 
To cease to utter save my thoughts of thee ; 
To be their mirror which they ever front ; 
That so a hundred tongues may speak the words 
Else in deep feeling hidden, lost. Perchance 
Through love of me they will learn mine for thee : 
And I will study teaching, till my looks 
Are passages of knowledge 'twixt two loves 
Of one, the inspiration of my task." 

"See'st thou the stars? — but dost thou see the 
stars? 
Like fires too young to have a steady light ; 
The speakers of a brightness that's beyond, 
Thus Heaven pleads its evidence. Like them 
I wink the whole night through, but never sleep 
Till morning takes them from me to their rest 
Heaven smiles by stars, yet never do they call 
Such light into my face when watching them. 
I have a prayV to each, and 'tis — for thee ! 
Unselfish pra/rs are better for ourselves ; 
And mine are so for me, for still thou 'rt safe \ — 
They are my lamps where Hope doth light her fire; 
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For they are lit by what has promised most, 
And holy angels guard them. Oh, how on rays 
Pure for the service to themselves they draw 
Emotions which are tender ever, as they knew 
Their passing way was weak ! " 

" Though mostly here, 
Not here alone will soft-eyed Pensiveness 
Give me her dusky hood to wear ; but there 
Amid my flowers, which would all forbid 
Her never-noting looks, she is with me, 
Bidding me search for flcVrs within my heart. 
And I must heed her, for she leads me to 
Sweet places where thou art, love. In my bow'r 
Tales which have happy endings oft I read, 
And then — I weep lest mine should not be so. 
For those begin unhappily, mine — oh, Heaven ! 
My faith and fear oft strive o'er this : that joy 
The preparation of some sadness is, 
Like as the sun draws up what hides him all. — 
But thou art weary — let me sing to thee ! 
My lute, my harp — the last thy teaching owns 
And I can play it best : 'tis waiting here." 

From out the strings she pluck'd their luscious 
fruit. 
A golden cherub smiled upon that place 
Where her cheek rested, and his litde lips, 
Press'd to her ear, seem'd secret-whispering 
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Of sweetnesses he knew for her to tell : 
And he imparting more, the music press'd 
More beauty in the air. As comes the rose 
To its full loveliness when each new breeze 
Finds deeper fragrance waiting, so this strain 
Grew sweeter to the ear until her voice 
Brought its full blooming. This the frame 
O'er which her melody spread its delight : — 

" Two dewdrops came with ev'ning to a blade, 
Slowly, scarce seen, so separately begun ; 

But larger, closer grew they all the shade, 
Until at brightening morn there was but one. 

" Two loves came into life, of purest kind, 
And grew to reach the service of the eyes, 

Whence melted both to where they each inclined; 
And, mingled largely, one in Heav'n's sight lies. 

" Each itself busied with the other's good. 

Round him love clung, and ever wish'd to show 
More tenderness, and oftener ; for 'twould 

Be never left, though always sadly so. 

" Love placed a snowy crown upon her head, 
And laugh'd to think how soon 'twould melt 
away; 

Then something calFd, and from her side he fled, 
And absence froze his gift that it must stay. 
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" 'Oh, woeful time ! Oh, darkness full of rain ! 

Oh, smile of love ! Oh, lamp for darkest hours !' 
She cried, ' when will that warmth return again, 

To chase this winter and to dry these show , rs? ,,, 

Her hand fell idle. Yet the music stayed 
Long in an echo's grasp, as loth to die, 
And ling'ring to be join'd by new-struck sound, 
Until she sigh'd, and then indeed 'twas fled. 

" This melody to-night 
Will be attempted by the nightingale, 
When sweetest are his notes. But why wast sad ? 
Thou promisedst, love, to soothe and not awake ! 
Let me thine office fill, and be more kind." 

As though she of herself had sung, herself 
Being placed where her sad subject wept, her tears 
Came till her eyes were deep, and roll'd in sparks, 
More lighted by her eyes than by the moon. 

" Twas this pursuit of song that sadden'd it ! 
But why art thou distress'd, when all the night 
Droops to its mid so calmingly ? Oh, shame 
On all those strings which, being wrung, return 
Their wringing to our hearts ! Oh, enmity 
Of thy persuasive hand to touch thy soul !" 

She flung aside her harp and grief, and clasp'd 
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Her arms about his neck ; and hotly he 
Kiss'd deeper fondness out of her fair mouth* 

" I sang but what thine absence brings to me ! 
Methinks I dream'd thee gone — yet know not why. 
I — I will weep no more : 'tis how I mourn 
When thou art miss'd, and should not trespass now. 
But sure no censure hangs while I confess 
When thou'rt not here how much I am distraught ! 
How all my wish is quick to make the past : 
How through the laboring time I strive to rob 
The morn of its existence saying 'tis noon, 
Shading my dial where 'tis not yet reach'd, 
And guessing hours which always are to come ! 
What I think thou art doing at set times 
Is done by me, and then I fancy much 
Those deeds bring us together for a while. 
When without thee that promised hour doth come, 
The last, which toward its end had brighter grown, 
Sees the next dark, and this poor earth, my heart, 
A little longer must await its sun. 
But in that waiting what an edge of fear 
Oft turns on joy ! If thou shouldst never come ! 
'Tis folly, Mainoc, but 'tis fondness too ! 
Thy promise loses pow'r by else than love 
To yield its measure up — say, is't not so ? 
Yet when that moment comes, oh, how it flies 
Fast to another parting ! Even now 
Tis wing'd away, and gathers speed from all 
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The happiness that longs to hold it back. 
Time is too slow — too quick ! and when I am lonely 
Seems to take breath for speeding when thou'rt here ! 
Oh, scarcely come, how soon thou wilt be gone ! 
Perchance — oh ! no, no, no — it cannot be ! 
Why have I fears which until now were not ? 
And, ever dear, why seem'st thou dearest now? 
Mainoc ! oh, list ! I'll tell thee something strange ! 
The sun went curtain'd to the west last night, 
Help'd to his rest by one dark cloud which seem'd 
Like the framed picture of some gloomy place 
Making for me and darkening, and the thought 
Pass'd to my sleep while yet I wept o'er it, 
And grew into a long and hideous dream, 
When bliss was ta'en by emptying farewells 
For ever from me ! Thou wilt ne'er forsake — 
Wilt ne'er forget me ? Sweet ! oh, say me nay ! 
Until thy words fright spoilers from my heart, 
The fearful keeper of the wealth by which it lives !" 

"Is Mainoc changed, that Hulda doubts him now? 
Forget thee !— oh ! for whom ? Forsake ! — where 

fly? 
Hulda, thou art my heart, and what thou feePst 
To hurt thee gives as deep a wound to me. 
Who— what that is shall tempt a lingering look 
When thou'rt unseen ? Oh, Hulda ! why wilt thou 
Drag such a shadow to so bright a time 
As now we know? Oh, every wandering, 
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Begun, finds me e'er looking toward the end 

Brightening to thee its hastener ! and my joy 

Is songless caged until that loosing time 

When breaks the sun once more. Thou art so near 

My path that ever I must turn aside 

To look upon thee, speeding more by this. 

For thee the morrow promises to shine, 

With thee to be enjoy'd. For thee I crave 

Unending morrows ! When no more may be, 

Oh, I have vision'd worlds where our two souls 

Alone inhabiting might dream for aye ! 

For love's a dream, and we should always love, 

And prove that love ne'er gains maturity 

Where it is true." 

" Life is a short awaking 
Which wearies us into a deeper sleep 
Than that we came from. Its concernment is 
The use of time. Oh, let us strive to sweet 
Eternity by this, and fill these hours with thoughts 
Which shall return to increase our happiness, 
When memory is all thaf s left to us ! 
Nature hath not a sigh to-night. No cloud 
Finds any shepherd wind to steal its fleece 
From the secreting fold afar and taint the sky, 
And I am with thee, still thou must be sad ! 
Is it that I am wordless past the tale 
That I have often told ? Oh, what I say 
Is like the tithing of a pauper's property 
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To what I would ! Love ! — Hulda ! am I cold ? 
If vows thou seek'st teach passion how to form 
The truth to please thine ear that so my words, 
The echoes of my thoughts, may wrest thy heart 
Away from all these foul, usurping fears, 
Whose jealousy of peace speaks pow'rlessness 
Save but to serve our loves and make them more. 
Sweet one ! by Heav'n !— oh, by thyself ! for thou 
Toward that immortal place hast turn'd my soul 
More than the written scroll which marks our way — 
How kind to send its powerfullest advocate 
Love, in its sweetest form as shows in thee ! — 
By thee I swear my truth ! Ah, couldst thou know 
How all these moments into memories 
Of sweetness I do bind ! rich gifts of thine 
Freshen'd for keeping by thy tears when thou 
Must for a time cease to be kind. Afar, 
I gaze upon them wishing they were more 
When silence spreads their bloom." 

" Time hangeth up 
Pictures whose gallery is the past, and they 
By interest are lighted to our sight. 
Of late he hath been placing pleasant views, 
That now the dark beginning is o'erspread 
By light. Oh ! Hulda, thou hast given these 
For me to wander 'mongst who erst was sad 
And seeing nothing fair. Thou brought'st from 
grief 
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My spirit by the gladness of thine own ; 
And growing tones of happiness as the bell 
Whose length'ning chime affrights the night away 
Now mark a noon from which we shall not bend." 

" Oh, Hulda, thou art strangely mine ! Blest 
gale! 
To help so fair a blossom to my reach, 
And happy I to pluck it ! And my heart 
Shall serve its living with a pure soft clime 
As gentle as its nature. Had I known 
That hour what Time would bring to me, my will, 
Tempestuous ever, blowing life about 
Near fearful edges, had been calm'd to wait, 
In idleness blest Sweet love ! hast thou e'er heard 
Behind these days the muttering of ill ? 
Impurity waits in front of every growth : 
Some pass it : others, feeding, take it on, 
Unseen beneath it. 'Twas my fate until 
Thy goodness being met removed it much. 
Hulda, my weakness made my other faults, 
And my demerit was the world's abuse. 
Oppress'd by vice, I — conquered with the same ; 
And, sad, soon anger dried my tears till I 
Cast misery beneath the iron heel 
Of will and crush'd it till it seem'd no more. 
Indeed it is not now, nor can come near 
Whilst thou art smiling 'gainst it. It is past : 
And never more, since sadness is not mine, 
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Will eager gazes for it be delight. 
Mine eye of hate hath grown into disuse, 
And for thy sake all 's kindly look'd upon ; 
For of thy worth a little part divided 
Amongst a world doth hallow it to me." 

The music rose again, and they were hush'd, 
While many voices by a serenade 
Sent up one hope, which stayed with them long past 
When its releasers slowly drew away. 



The mockers of the moon and stars are gone ; 
And eyes that only sever*d their fond looks 
To search the sky, and on some fancied orb 
To rest awhile divining happy fates, 
Then meet again love-loaded more, are hid, 
Brightening by sleep. The revelry is hush'd, 
And the sweet tale of love, and but by dreams 
Do souls bind rapture to the approaching morn's. 
And to the east already have their hopes 
Brought the dawn fairly. Oh, how pleasant is 
The path of Hope whatever be its end ! 
Silence creeps back to whence of late 'twas driven ; 
And no one seeks for its symbolic voice 
To tell him something strange. Nought is astir, 
Not eVn the leaves ; but heavy on the earth 
Presses repose. If the waves murmur aught 
Tis but uneasy sleep that moves the sound. 
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Good night ! ye dreamers ! never more so bright 

The visions which the darkness brings ye now. 

Something that's sad unto your memories' grasp 

Is hastening and long it will be clutch' d. 

" Good night!" — the laughter-rending happy wish, 

A pool to show the clearness of a stream 

Of gladness true, has tuned the reply it ask'd 

Into an echo of sincerity. 

"Good night!" — the lover's lips have said and 

sigh'd ; 
The lady's heart has made a long response 
All to herself when those words left her lone, 
While scheming Hope persuades of more farewells 
All breathed like the last for many eves. 
Oh, bless'd were some to pass through sleep to death 
While their sleep smiles ! that no regret might crush 
Their last and sweetest bud of happiness, 
Nor bring a curse to blast the life they've known, 
To appal the ear of Heaven with despair, 
And teach assurance is a mocker's word ! 
Good night ! A little longer midst the bow'rs 
Of your deep fondness linger, dreaming there. 
Good night ! Good night ! 
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CANTO V. 

SOFT comes the beauty of a summer morn 
When eve and morning almost meet, and light 
To light scarce needs the linking of the moon ! 
Oh, her pale orbing and the stars' are of 
A sky but held in dreaming eyes whose lids 
Closed on an upward look an eve ago ! 
For eastward pass the gazes of the earth 
To their kind lengthened The morning comes 
Blushing unto the staring world that looks 
On her, and past unto the speeding hours 
Which frolic up the day to fill the shape 
Of the voluptuous noon, their ripeness, where 
Is laid their gathered sweetness, and by warmth 
Held to its bloom while with a backward look 
Its heapers up fall weary to the night 
How frighted are the shades, to creep up to 
Their makers as the light o'er-looks them more, 
Luting them in their dim recess ! Dear time ! 
When the sun, creeping o'er the four-faced year, 
Pours increase in the o'er-brimming acorn cups, 
And passes to the high-drawn eglantine 
To swell and pull it lengthily toward himself 
Where all things stretch to. 
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Tipping the lifting leaves 
Hang timid orbs, unnerved by every breath 
To quiver fearfully, and lean into 
The rays to sparkle there, and in their being 
Hold that which ends it. 

Oh, how will the soul, 
Feeding its passion, draw the poison in 
Of glorious thoughts from images too blest 
To warm the mould of earthiness ; of hopes 
That trespass far away from promise, lost, 
Winging us out of reason for its curb 
When we are heartsick, still our answer far 
Where a dream wraps it in a golden dress ! 
Though all our shining scape in gleams from us 
Through our words' openings to tell us glad, 
The fire is but consuming beauty which 
Roots in our life. The unseen beck of fate 
Leads us through all fair things, yet keeps us strange 
And lonely midst them ; and each time delight 
Inspires its lumpy passage to a throb 
It measures us, alas ! unto despair ! 

Widely the golden sandals of the day, 

Walking through space, rouse things ere they are 

pass'd. 
Oh, light awakens when the rudest touch 
Is but the shaking to another shape 
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Of some progressing dream ! For gentleness 
As this is strong, and it doth gather smiles 
And worship that are never paid to else. 
How busy is the filling eye to end 
A beauty's storing ere another comes 
Into it§ mirror, which for ever holds 
The fronting of a moment ! Too, our ears 
Help to our hearts the gladness that is made 
Up the increase of joy. And every life, 
Whose being needs must be opposed to sighs, 
Thickens its breathing with a melody 
That opens rapture wide by fond amaze 
To hold all this air-moulded happiness, 
Which pauses sometimes to be heard, and passes 
Deep in our soft attention, and far down 
The tremble of our senses to the heart 
Which binds their sources with a grasp of joy ! 

Soft waves the wealthy air : its yellow haze 
Blunts all the vision-touching little lights 
Of other time by melting o'er them till 
There is no isolation in the sky. 
'Tis as the wave, revisiting the shore 
Where ling'ring water glistens in small pools ; 
Passing between their loneliness, it takes 
Them all into its breast. 

Oh, that one hour 
Of this time could be caught and hidden deep 

H 
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In some far secret place beyond decay ! 

Where a tired spirit might know, and pass to breathe 

Whenever the world wearied ; and to its cool 

Might press a burning life, and calmly rest 

On all its happy length. How very quick 

Would he extreme of misery make, and speed 

Thither, his burden off ! Oh, it would plant 

An aftertime of sweetness ! By a story 

Would feed a thousand dreams ! It is not sleep 

That most refreshes a sad brain. By this 

Tis slowly help'd to joy that else is brought. 

'Tis a short smoothness in a rough'ning road : 

For recollection at its other side is* sure, 

And of itself it chaseth not our thoughts 

With others from their hurting. But we may, 

Here resting on a violet bed, or passing 

Where are the breezes busy with the tales 

Of all the talkative flowers be truly told 

What lifteth all their faces to the sky; 

Things which were never heard before; 'twould show 

New ways from earthliness for thought to trace : 

And 'tween our visits, though away from this 

Sweet life, we should keep ever near our eyes, 

In all our senses, 'some of it ; to us 

A balm and preservation from distress. 

Hulda gazed on the early morn, and smiled 
At a long day's beginning happiness. 
For through this clearness now she deem'd she saw 
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Full pleasure-places for her entering, 
Which circled more, the morrow's. Mainoc, ris'n, 
With her look'd on the eastern blush, nor thought 
It might be one of shame, but gladly saw 
The night in peril. Tis a treacherous day 
To come in such a guise ! A tiger crouch'd 
Where his soft-footed beauty waits awhile, 
Holding his coil'd-up spring ! That it should smile J 
Ah, 'tis a covering thin o'er darker gloom 
Than that it faces from the sky ! For round 
The heart this drapery will be hung, and o'er 
Man's truest world, his mind. Each omen dread 
That sums the mischief of an awful time 
Should set its evil playing. There should be 
Unkindly clouds swept from a tempest's midst, 
Heavy with murder, leaning 'gainst the morn, 
And, keeping 'twixt her eyes and mournful things, 
Tell earth of coming sorrow by a frown, 
Whereat she might seek safety. What sweet 

sounds 
Time the flow'rs bending and the grasses' swing ! 
There should be mutterings, that one might turn 
And have a moment's shaping of his deed 
Against a creeping foe. A passionate eye 
Should glance from Heaven : all the winds should 

rage: 
Love should be fearful : music should not be 
For howling horror of the wind, when moans 
Of dying things should be stretch'd to all ears. 
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And Beauty, ghastly as the death it dreads, 
Should hide away and by its prayers weave 
A cover of safety. Oh, could suspicion lend 
A little caution ! Oh, for one hour's fear ! 

Mainoc in Hulda's eyes 
Sees the sun's brightening ; for thither turn'd, 
Passes her face unto delight. Then she 
Tells him how many morns she sate alone, 
And never turn'd her look away as now, 
Save when she closed her eyes a little time 
That her delight might sudden be ; and how 
She hid her pleasant music, bade her maids 
Be merry elsewhere, that she might be left 
Learning what happiness was by what she knew. 
More fond by telling of her fondness she 
Spake ever of it. He to answer her 
Notes the fair wind and wonders if his bark 
Awaits him ready. Oh, how she doth change ! 
All pale, and eager to be told 'tis false, 
As by his laughter 'tis. Then in each hour 
That stretches in their front they fit some pleasure 
To build a happy day. Her visions sweet 
Are set about with laughter, and are chased 
Into the memory of her love to be 
The future tellers of what fashions them. 
He sees how fairer are her plans than his, 
Their kindness all for him ; and he seems placed 
Truly far out of reason, for — 
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Whose weapon thunders in his ear? — Whose 
voice 
Splits silence with a curse ? Alas ! it is 
The summons at the portal of deep sorrow ! 
Quickly he rose, and, as she clung to him, 
Hulda, affrighted, watch'd his eyes to learn 
From where his feelings showed what hers should be. 
" Ha ! more ? What minions these that mount the 

steps ? 
They look — they are a stranger race to us 
Whose home is here ! 'Tis murdering Justice comes 
To work some legal sin ! Again to war 
The wheel of accident turns ! I hoped 'twas o'er 
When I was satisfied. Oh, treachery 
That droops the watcher's head ! Sleep, it is thine ! 

How gained they this ? — My Hulda ! be thou calm ! 

This way ! the flashing sword and hissing ball 

Now seek the doom'd, and will not spare eVn thee ! 

My sweet ! retire ; they cannot reach thee now. 

Nay, no dissuasion speak. Should I hold back 

While others die for us, to taste thy love, 

List to thy lyre ? Oh, these are dear to me, 

But not when they mean treachery ! 

My followers are brave but must be led : 

Unguided bravery cowards may o'ercome. 

Thy safety and mine own I seek. — My name ! 

I hear my name mount o'er the top of noise ! 

My spirit is in others' breasts ! — farewell i 
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Farewell ! Oh, word that dims the certainty 

Of a return ! — hush ! echo nbt its sound ! 

Think nothing fearful, love. If thought must come 

Think me not gone, and ere thou art deceived 

Mainoc is here again to double joy. 

Oh, wait to frame thy mood till I return ! 

Arm me with courage by thine own. Hark ! hark ! 

Hark ! how the combat fades ! — They cannot pass 

Hither save through our midst. — Again my name ! 

The fools are trapp'd ! n And ere her eyes forgot 

The gleaming of his sword she was alone. 

From her escaped, the deathful outer air, 

With no soft spirit breathing there of peace, 

Fevers him up, and terrible he hastes. 

Now in his face, where lately happiness 

Gave new looks oft as they were asked, there is 

But one, and it is fix'd by anger for the dread 

Of fearful eyes. Vengeful he sweeps from the soft 

past; 
And frighten'd Love creeps in a corner of his heart 
Whose offices by hate and rage are filPd, 
Whence spring their tumultuous passion to his brain. 
This peril had he dream'd of— long'd to show 
His loyalty to Hulda, whom his eyes 
Placed ever beyond a victory, smiling more 
As each was gained ; and fancy o'er and o'er 
Had made defence against a world of foes. . 
But he had never fear'd : scarce passion came 
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To help his words unto his listener's heart 
Vision no more, his soul can read how poor 
His deepest feelings were to what are now. 
His anger then was but the frown of sleep 
When a dream vexes. Scarce divided twain ! 
How far doth Fancy from Experience lie ! 
Yet that is trusted much and seen deceived 
With wonder and with many, many tears. 
And when deception comes how great a change 
Embitters knowledge ! Dreaming we are wise, 
The actions of our dreams, all unwrought deeds, 
Seem to us not illusive reckoners 
Of our capacity to do, to be. 
'Tis like a player's feeling ; has its place, 
And predetermined comes and goes. We act 
With images, realities ourselves : 
Yet till the truth oppbses we are false ; 
Striving to drag immobile heights down here 
To mockery's level ; thinking 'tis the same 
As if we rose \ imagining to work 
Without the power as well as if 'twere giv'n. 

lift up the sleeping head of war ! How stern 
That face above the terrors which the soul 
Gathers before the coming storm of rage ! 
How great the passion there controll'd to use ! 
How often vile its use, when bravery, trick'd, 
Supports a lying coward's broken faith, 
Or helps ambition up to tyranny ! 
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Murder, within the mail of discipline, 
Fashions her ways with coldness, where the mad 
And falsely-impulsed myrmidons shall move, — 
The fools that heap the fire by villains lit, — 
To give success, its honour, to a crime, 
And raise it to the blaze of fame ! A fame 
That lights the noblest when the bloodiest deed ; 
That strikes alone when infamy projects ! 
A shining mask that hides a spoiler's face ! 
It is not worn by those who wrought for it : 
Needed no more their service is forgot : 
Their blood has run ; and far away the grave 
Where they were cast, unnumber'd carcasses, 
Slow passes from distinction on the field 
Where victory lit their passage into death ; 
While the boor tramps, and, brutal, leads his herd 
To fatten there, as other brutes have grown 
Rich by dead actors. They that miss, that mourn 
At home, yet smile or rant the story through — 
There is but lamentation in their pride 
Which with a boast would strive to flatter grief 
Through which it came ! A shame on tears ! 
A glorious end !— but oft the end of all 
The hope of earthly, trust in HeaVnly love ! 
Ah, in their sadly silent loneliness 
We see the closer clasp of love-left things, 
The kiss that follows where a tear has falFn ; 
We hear a prayer that reaches HeaVn — a curse ! 

Spirits there are who dare, who will be free ! 
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Or leave the world to slaves, whose baseness draws 
Along their life the curse that cowardice brought 
Oh, vile that fault which made them hopeless-tame ! 
But viler still their deed of living on ! 
Rather than live a slave let death be reached 
Through greatest agony a thousand times ! 
They who lose life lose much, but they lose all 
Who forfeit liberty ! and midst their gloom, 
Mourning the day that is but memory's, 
Cross all their wounds with still another cut ! 
To watch with heavy heart the flight of birds ; 
To stifle 'neath a rule enforced ; to know 
Reality's clutch of fancy, and the thought 
Wing'd by some glad remembrance struck to 

death 
By the forgetful brain that let it loose ; 
To feel that being is allow'd ; to gasp 
In poisonous air at the command of life, 
Death's torturer that pains our dying slow ; — 
Who that is man in chains would not feel this ? 
And, still a man, in it would lengthen life ? 

What is a victory to the slave ? It means 
More chains, a nearer grave : if not for him, 
For others too unjustly pass'd by Death. 
And all the fetters on new wretches cast 
Add weight, add misery to his own if speaks 
An olden time of freedom to his heart. 
Where the free fight that they may still be so, 
Power'd by the inspiration of the past, 
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A host behind them, oh, how great the joy 

That wears the glory of a combat won ! 

It brings a longer calm to brighter life 

Than that has been ; and many a doubtful field, 

Where envy else had dared what now it fears, 

Is gain'd them by their powerful fame, unfought. 

In Mainoc's haste to point the steel of war, 
Himself its quivering tip of eagerness, 
His anger's pricking spurs put marvellous speed. 
More than a clamorous cheer did silence tell. 
No craven heart, though many an evil one, 
Was there to beat in shame its love of life. 
They are not slaves whose labour's to their mind, 
For thus to work to them is liberty. 
And though these lived and knew the rule of one, 
They owned as lord who let them have their way 
Within the laws which safety told were wise. 
They for his presence sta/d, impatient all, 
Longing to meet, ashamed to wait the foe. 
Some had been slain, and women some of these ; 
And this although they had retreated where 
Caution, employing rules of fear, had taught 
The night should see them fenced in secure. 
But walls avail not when within is sleep, 
And wine that to him helps the drunkard's death. 
Why, on that night of Dian's boldness, went 
Their minds from carelessness to sleep ? — no watch 
To hear the alarm that gather'd sound afar? — 
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No voice but that of merriment ? — no fear 
But utter'd for the chiding that it brought, 
Or sweet assuring of a dauntless heart ? 

Why halt the foe ? Ha ! they have heard his name 

Whose fifty fights were victories ! 

The terror of a thousand souls ; the blame 

Of many fearful memories 

Of those now come for having ventured here. 

It thunders fear and courage o'er the field : 

It arms the weapons that his followers wield. 

Their Vengeful eyes meet his and ask commands 

Their deeds may satisfy. 

The fire is on them, but from erring hands. 

" Away the scabbards ! they but tempt to rest ! 

The sheath for each is in a foeman's breast ! 

From what ye are, judge what defeat will make : 

The chains are oflfer'd death alone can break. 

Less evil though our deeds of late 

The old— the first, 

The bloodiest — worst 

Will be the captive's crime and set his fate ! 

In every enemy 
A fetter see : 
Their death alone our liberty !" 
His words are giVn, and each with stern resolve 

The hour's excitement arms ; and speedily 

A hundred swords are waved, and quick evolve 

From iron-circled depths the flashing fires, 
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Loud-rapping hollow silence. Swift 

Their missiles fly, and each conspires 

The sleeping agony in some breast to uplift, 

Weighting with deadliness a foeman's heart. 

And that last leapful smart 

Brings clutching hands upon the ground. 

Now Pity's eye is stoned 

And looks at nought. Pale Mercy's gasping suit 

Is scorn'd. Mercy means life, and none must live 

Except where error may reprieve. 

— " For Liberty ! For Liberty ! For Liberty ! "— 

Shots, curses — and the last are never mute — 

Fill the air horribly. Is Mainoc touch'd ? 

His cap is off and blood is on his brow ! 

'Tis not, though near his overthrow : 

The bullet only brush'd that sought his brain : 

The hand that menaced will not so again. 

See where its inspiration lies — 

Look how that body works — look at those eyes ! 

Quick to eternal fixing do they roll 

As parts the unwilling soul. — 

But there is one who takes the secret path, 

The path which only would a traitor use. 

Is it not Carlos ? — Carlos who had fled ? 

The outlaw once a brother, last, and now a foe? 

Why speeds he round — 

Hark ! the din changes ! All the sparks, the sound 
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From clashing steel come out ; too close 

For else they are. Now horror throws 

More fearful gifts unto the gaze : 

The blood's warmth strays 

To the sword's hilt, so deeply is it plunged. 

— " For Liberty ! For Liberty ! For Liberty !"— 

ShiveiM the blade, from lifeless hands is snatch'd 

Another doomful as the last, and lunged 

With wild and dreadful glee. 

Wounded, they scuffle where they fall, 

And writhe, and howl, kick'd, spura'd by all 

Who, stumbling, curse, and haste their death ; 

While terror, using, screams with life's last breath. 

O'er heated faces smears the redd'ning gore : 

Oh, shallow bathing ! how they shriek for more, 

And taste it in their devilry ! 

Anger, the sap of carnage, here 

Makes ev*n a coward lose his fear. 

— " Spare not the robbers ! " — " Fool ! they spare 

not thee ! " 

— " For Liberty ! For Liberty ! For Liberty ! "— 

The invaders turn ! they fly ! they fly ! 

A quicker race to death ! Ye cowards, die ! 

Cowards ! the word speaks meagre truth of ye ! 

The feet that follow swifter are than yours ; 

The dogs ye hunted see ye now the prey 

Their hasty, hungry strength ensures. 

Think not that safety fronts ye now ! There frowns, 

What doth behind \ and ye but take your groans 
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To some more separate air, 

Where, whitening, will the hot sun stare, 

And scorn will give the tongue its tones 

To tell 'twas here fear laid a craven's bones. 

Yon eagle that the vollies could not scare 

Watches with glisfning eye your fall, 

And whets his talons all 

On fierce anticipation. There is your fate ; 

The swoop — the strike — the rend ! 

The ending past the end ! 

Hundreds as fierce as he are scarcely further 

From this dread strife and murther ; 

And scented blood will soon their flight create 

Hither : ev'n now they wheel 

Where the smoke was. Their horrid meal 

The brave, the merciless brave spread fast. 

— " For Liberty ! For Liberty ! For Liberty ! "— 

Will not despair forbid the flight? 

Ah, no ! the strongest, swiftest, and the last 

Has fallen. Liberty remains with might, 

And enmity from Asphodel has pass'd ! 

Then Mainoc turn'd his thoughts, his steps again 
To his sweet warranty of joy, but paused 
Awhile to hide the mingled stains he wore, 
Lest horror-telling drops by Hulda's eye 
Might speak too strangely to her purity, 
And so enlarge distaste of them till he 
Should be encompass'd by it, and be shumVd. 
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O'er that deep soul the wave which from its midst 

Loud-entering tumult to its confines sent, 

Press'd, circling from its all-spent cause, had pass'd. 

Oh, what a happy spirit wings him now ! 
Full as the silentest noon of grateful love 
Help'd thither by the working day he lost 
The distance gladly which did bind his eyes 
From Hulda ; and a telling joy look'd forth 
Through pride from all his mien. What was not 

saved 
By victory ! Oh, soft-handed one ! to clasp 
What most he fought for speeds a conqueror now ! 

Strange she comes not, as many times she has, 
To meet that she may longer walk with him ! 
The door is open wide, yet is not there 
Her beauty framed. Oh, Heaven ! has the scene, 
Too fearfully imagined, stol'n her life, 
So hopelessly encumber'd ? Can she not know 
The silence means her comfort ? Is she fled 
Impatiently to seek him somewhere else ? 
" Hulda !" — his voice died faint — what is't he sees? 
Oh, is her story told in that slight track, 
Which redly moistens the cold stone, and comes 
Part of her heart to greet him ! " Whose deed is 

this? 
Pity, why hast thou let defeat creep here ? 
Unhurt by battle, is my wounding now? 
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Ha ! here a murderer cowers ! A traitor too ! 
Spared I thee for this crime ? Villain, lie there ! 
Go stain'd to that for which thou art prepared, 
This not thy last of torments ! Be my fear true, 
111 wring thy carcase till unwilling drops 
Discover all the flood that work'd thy heart 
To crush me thus. Oh, Heav'n ! she calls ! she 
calls!" 

He spurn'd the writhing wretch, and gain'd the 
door. 
The dumbness of a sudden agony 
Held all his senses, save his- torturing sight. 
Oh, horror-palsied limbs ! will ye not fail ? 
Life, drag no more ! Hulda is slain, is slain ! 
Oh, crime most infinite ! Oh, ye false stones ! 
Why rose ye not to heap a weighty stop 
'Gainst this, nor let her to your coldness turn ! 

Softly he laid her on the couch which seem'd 
To shudder at her heaviness ; and with quick words 
Caird to her little life to ope her eyes, 
And tal^e some lengthening from his which saw 
The letters of despair grow larger as she pass'd 
Away unnoting him. Will she make darkness more ? 
Not give one smile before the clouds come on ? 
Oh, let her soul come out from 'neath those lids 
That he may see it to the last ! Oh, misery ! 
'Tis passing from her breast which bleeds so fast ! 
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Hath fondness no more pow*r B Is love's ear closed 

To passionate words ? Oh, poor mortality ! 

Breathe yet a little while if but in sighs, 

To tell thou mourn'st at parting ! Let not death 

Shut the warm hours without too soon ! She smiles ! — 

*Twas the light coming to her eyes which ope 

To make his look less wild. Mainoc, all pale, 

Whispers more ardent things, and kisses oft 

Her cooling lips believing not their change. 

She murmurs not : sad, fatal augury ! 

Oh, Pain ! why didst thou cease ? Since life with'thee 

Must be, this dulling of thee is by death. 

Death presses sleep to imprison it in that heart 

For ever. Wilt thou not intone thy breath 

With a last fondness, Hulda ? In his ears 

There is a waiting instrument that longs 

For thy soft voice's touch though it be the last, 

And give for aye a pitch of mournfulness. 

Angelic ministers ! oh, hither lend 

Some small return of speech ! Let her not go 

Silent to silence ! one alluring word 

Be hers that he may wrap some sweet, 

Some glad conclusions in his faith, and speed 

Still on to where her leading has been far, 

Though short the time. 

Her face hath all her heart : 
She speaks — oh, for a million ears to take, 
Eternal memory to hold, her speech ! 

1 
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Eternity to carve for its own reading words 
So welcome ! she, alas ! will give too few; 
Impatient Death such interruption stabs 
Into her willing speech ; and each fond word 
Seems from a grasp escaped. 

" Love, art thou with me ? 
Are we still earthly, or as spirits speak ? 
Ah, thou'rt unhappy ! It is earth, earth, earth ! 
Yet thou art safe ! oh, that is sweet ! This wound 
Was all o'er-pain'd by thinking thou wert lost. 
Since 'tis not so I'm half appeased to die. 
Give me thy hand that I may cling to thee 
Long as I can. Indeed, thou'rt very pale ! 
Methought I heard— so long I waited thee 
That any voice which call'd my name seem'd thine. 
And while I answer'd — till I saw — was joy. 
Would I had fear'd ! My life, too lately sweet, 
Too early doom'd, were not endanger'd now. 
Mainoc, there's blood on thee ! Ah, it is mine 1 — 
Has my love ever measured littleness, 
Or from the end of deepness seem'd estranged, 
Say thou hast thought 'twas but a phase of truth ! 
I never knew to mingle else with it. 
Thou hast been kind and true ; oh, still be true, 
And thou wilt still be kind ! — I would speak more 
But now my heart draws all its coursers in. 
— Mainoc, I cannot reach thee ! Oh, come close ! 
So that these losing eyes until their lids 
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Are down may miss thee, dearest, not at all. 
Thou'lt not forget ? Oh ! must I go to dream 
Of thee without thee ? Thou wilt follow me, 
That neither may be very lonely long ? 
Be happy thinking when thou'rt so I smile, 
Still speak thy fondness though but to thj air ; 
For there mine ears will be ; and shouldst thou note 
Beside thee some strong rustle of the breeze, 
'Twill be my struggle with the telling air 
To shape it to myself. To hurt thee not 
111 temper every wind with softest breath ; 
And, higher visiting, will fervent pray 
Angels to give thee happy fancies that poor Huld 
May be to thee as in that earlier time 
When happiness was all — when all was ours ! 
— My words, perchance, should holier be, and 

wrought 
For Heaven's ear. Yet 'tis not my neglect : 
My love for thee will plead for me in HeaVn. 
Stay!— wilt thou leave — oh, kiss me! — love — 

farewell ! " 

He heard a flutter as of wings, and with a cry, 
The shrieking flight of every hope, he senseless fell. 



Ah ! why should truth in peril e'er be wrapp'd, 
And smote while falseness flourishes untouch'd ? 
Evil's quick jealousy angles the fair mould 
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Of goodness till the heart fears to be hurt 

And shunneth all things. Whereon shall we look 

And, knowing more, not curse our treacherous sight, 

Or aught but misery find? What dream goes on 

For ever pleasantly and we not wake ? 

Twas never so : yet we, with knowledge gifted, 

Doat not contentedly o'er some fond similitude, 

But pick it out in Nature, there to play 

And wear our way into the heart of woe, 

Where filmy eyes grow clear to see and weep. 

If sadness is to meet us when we move 

Why should we not be ever still and bless'd?. 

To dream of things that are not better 'tis, 

Than chase their mock and find them so. To feel 

Beauty is not save when we vision it ; 

Love an unearthly thing, and as it grows 

Is but a fang protruding ; and to think 

That in the gentle eye of modesty 

Is but the weaken'd fire of something worse — 

This would save much could we on fancy lean 

Bosom'd for ever in a sweet repose, 

And draw our feelings thence. Yet to be wise, 

Foolishness must have been, and suffering much. 



Tis Philomel, sad Philomel that sings ! 
Each note the music of a falling tear 
When Beauty weeps for love. List, how she 
mourns! 
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While from the floated music sorrow parts, 
Quick strained by hearts whose anguish it renews, 
To linger when its deepening song is o'er. 
The soul of darkness tuned melodiously 
To utter sadness gives it all to-night; 
Whereat are silent tears, and memories 
Too strong for peace. Oh, whereto hast thou fled, 
Mild atmosphere ? Who now draws breath in thee? 
Yon bark's prepared flight speaks dismally, 
And woman's plaint that edges through the air 
Cuts thy existence ev'n from hope. 
Doth this bewail thy vanishment ? Oh, hark ! 
It comedi from the water 1 Is the Isle left 
To be untrodden more by joyousness ? 
No more to note the dust of silence raised 
By breezy mirth ? to amorousness no more 
Yield quiet places where it might be told ? 
Alas ! no more ! The love a smile would show 
Is loosfed now in tears. No more each day 
Will seem to these a rapture-throb of Time, 
Each noon its height The flowers of their sleep 
Shall never show the bloom they hoped to know. 
Sad, desolate shore ! the last that thou shalt hear 
From those who loved thee, must it all be woe ? 
Must grief mix with the breath of night, and morn 
See nothing save the print of parted feet, 
The browner earth of fresher graves than those 
That mark the battle-field a burial place ? 
Hear nothing human ? Let it hear no more, 
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Since happiness is gone ! Oh, favored Isle ! 
This sorrow might be all, but now mistrust 
Flies lest the end be not, and it is thine 
To feature this since thou hast shown so much. 
Thus darkness takes a darker shade from fear, 
And night is gloomier now than ever 'twas. 
Love, beauty, kindness — >all thy looks are gone, 
And men are shunning thee. Where are thy fires ? 
Thy fires ! Oh, must thy gilded chambers shine 
But when the sun may choose to creep in there ; 
The lady gone for aye, whose loveliness 
Dissolved itself in brightness o'er thy walls ? 
Oh, pauper Sun ! Reproachful mockery \ 
The mirror, a forgetful thing, no more 
Will for an instant hold the beauteous scene, 
Which oft has filTd its ready depth ; which would, 
Repeated not, have lit a mind for aye. 
Twill all be ghostly dark ! 

What sound is made 
Like a lost bird's at night ? Ah ! some one stays, 
And with a little light tells from the tower 
A little of the past there lingers yet ; 
Its brightness to a taper waned pursues 
Its pleasure, gone. What binds the lonely one, 
Desertion his decree, to be the last ? 
Doth Mainoc drag his purpose back which stands 
Too dark ev'n for the sternest eye, and now 
Calls to some other one to lead ? Ah, no ! 
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He clutches at the slipping hour, and strives 
To weigh it down to slowness with deep thoughts, 
Which only give it speed. Lo ! there he bends ! 

Is marble given Hulda's shape, or she 
Lies whitely there herself? What he weeps o'er 
Is not her semblance — she has paled to this. 
Unfired by life she lies there cold ; and soft 
The light of one small lamp melts to her face, 
And, as it met some other there, is more 
Brighten'd by this. Her last smile is left 
Of unextinguish'd love ; for sure she feels 
Somewhere above the spirit of her life. 
Her treasures which she moved to speak, her 

harp 
Whose eloquence she was, are near her placed. 
And soul-less as herself the cages hang 
Where brilliant things were lately utteiM sweet. 
Their habitants, save one that hath return'd, 
A gentle dove, are gone : and this not sleeps 
Nor knows the night for very mournfulness. 
Feeling no more the down of gentleness which all 
Dead Hulda's actions wore, 'twill pine away 
Through inattention rough. Oh, happy bird ! 
To know no other hand or voice but love's ! 
It murmurs not but lists to murmuring 
From Mainoc's heart. His sad and weary life, 
A tenant spiritless, its poor asylum gives 
A look all comfortless. His clasped hands 
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O'er his heart placed seem trembling from its beat, 

And his unmoving eyes upon her face 

Keep unclosed watch as one who fears a wink 

Will lose him something that he thinks to see. 

Anon into his eyes distraction flames, 

As if a wind alternate lulTd and rose 

At some hot fire, and wilder makes his words. 

He speaks strange utterance. Hush, let us hear ! 

" Hulda, the night is dark and thou art gone ! 
Poor sweet ! — yet thou art not ; and I will speak 
Old things to thee to give thy smile a cause, 
As 'tis my answer. Wherefore art thou glad ? 
Ah ! thou art wand'ring with me where the sky 
Is bright, and we are happy. Such a time 
Is far behind us ! for the flowers pluck'd 
By mine eyes from thy face seem faded much. 
But soon I will be with thee, and will tell 
How in my dream I saw thee dreaming thus — 
Oh, God ! how white thou art ! and — thou art cold J 
I dream'd a distance only made thee this. 
Why, thou art dead ! And I — I murder'd thee 1 
Murder'd thee ? Yes, 'twas many years ago : 
My greed outdid another's. Thou wert long 
In dying, Hulda, long ! and glad through all ! 
And yet I loved thee : it is strangely so ! 
And it was pleasant — happiness. Alas ! 
We only borrow happiness ! 'Tis ours 
Awhile to hide the natural ground of grief. 
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" No more 111 lay my head upon this hand, 
The tardy minion of good deeds, the swift of ill. 
There is a vision in its touch ; a dream 
Of a stain'd bosom which a broken heart 
Beholding took its hurt. 

" Oh, Asphodel ! 
Where love first learnt its quick imagining I 
Thou wilt no more be visited by her ! 
Where is the press of this soft hand that heeds 
No touch of this its coldness fevers more ? 
Thy lips that oft sought mine, that oped to sighs 
When I was far, to joy when I was near ; 
Thy breathing which in softness, fragrance was 
A zephyr's past a rose-bed ; and thy voice 
Whose last was fondest sound — 'tis ended now ! 
To break at this ! Tis surely HelFs worst spite ! 
Tis Heaven vanquish'd, though it thus has gain'd 
A habitant ! 

" Oh, what a heritage of woe is mine ! 
Pandora's last denied, HeavVs beacon out ! 
Ah, how my knowledge ever is assured 
That Sorrow prints her characters in stone ! 
This — this is deepest cut of all ! Nor yet 
Is it full graven. It is Heaven's work 
To stop my passage there. This for the other fits me 
Who would avoid it W'hy should it blast me thus, 
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Stealing her from the earth ? Will the Supreme 
Against us play the passions that He gives ? 
Is He a mimic of our means ? — a thief 
That gains the treasure-chamber of the house 
To set it mourning ? A mighty Spirit this • 
Whose actions are the uses of the vile ! 

" What speak I ? — God ! what speak I ? — It was 
false ! 
Thou, who 'twixt me and my perdition hung 
So long, I still remember all ! My deeds 
Shall be thy lessons' fruits ; and never more 
Will I read evil in misfortune's page. 
Ye fiends, that taught me this deciphering, 
Away ! I now have other and true eyes 
To serve me. Rack me with a thousand fires ; 
Set on your twisting torturers to drag 
Nature unto distortion, winterlike 
To screw and shrivel up the leaf that is this face, 
I'll not unlearn my faith ! Hulda ! smile on ! 
For God — for purity — for thee I swore 
I would be true to all ! 

" But thou art lost ! 
And I am fain to cast the rest away. 
These things point out an ill-appearing world. 
They are truth's teaching ! 'Tis a damned world 
Since this last, greatest loss ! I am ill-used ; 
The whipt and plunder'd of an unjust HeaVn ! 
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Scourged back to Misery's path but short time left ! 
Mock'd reasonably by fair shapes into their midst, 
To see them vanish. Reason ! man's greatest curse ! 
Measured unto him by each culprit sense ! 
Wilt thou ask servitude more of weary slaves ? 
My sword ! — my sword ! Nay, it would sadden her ! 
Would I could sleep the rest of life, or walk 
Quick, brainless to my death ! Oh ! must I live — 
I who have stumbled near to mine own grave — 
My spirit onward teased to watch the year 
Drift to the awful darkness of a day, 
Upon its ball a sting to memory, 
When sit and spread my thoughts ? 

" They feel most for us who feel like us. 
Who is there that can feel for me ? What grief 
Can e'er assume equality to mine ? 
Hearts meet and part, a day runs their grief dry ; 
But some live only joined. Since hers was stopt 
The race of mine seems slowing to its end. 
Oh, could the cause of sorrow measure it ! 
How tame would evil be, or have excuse 
Of madness to bring pity ! Yet what joy 
Would be unknown to us ! Would I have stay'd 
Where all was dark, where light began with her ? 
Oh, cruel wisdom ! Calculating sight I 
This reason would be worse than senselessness. 
Though drawn to death distinct, sweet love, I'd pass 
Unthinking to it, happy made by thee ! 



124 MAINOC. 

" To-morrow robbery of my sight begins ! 
To-morrow ! 'Tis another title of to-day, 
With all its thoughts of hopeless misery. 
Fair Huld ! the softest earth shall lie on thee : 
The sweetest fiWrs will sure assemble there 
Remembering thy love. How they will speak 
Of what beneath them lies ! — 

" Thou shalt not go 
To the cold hug of the corrupting earth ! 
Who dare — and yet thy spirit goes not there. 
The day shall know my sleep, the accursed sun 
By which I saw thee die ! so that at night 
I may be watchful for thee. If not seen, 
111 tear the sky, leap to the furthest star 
To gaze about for thee, the wanting light 
To eclipse the showy fires ! — Who calls ? Is it yet 

time? 
Has the night no more length ? Ah, it is done ! " 
****** 

" Comrades ! the morning glimmers, and the light 
Has left the tower. Our lord remembers not : 
Let some now seek him." Fearfully they moved, 
Dreading his anger ; and their voices went 
Into the silent chamber, till, unanswer'd long, 
Further they pass'd and touch'd him where he 

knelt. — 
Another grave will be in Asphodel. 
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EVELINE. 



PART I. 



WHERE bees for ever hum a song of flow'rs : 
And water runs that sad at parting sings, 
Uncheer'd by liquid voices in the boVrs 

Which cool its tearful course with coverings 
Thick wove by Nature's sweet entanglement, — 
There bends my fancy to its ravishment. 

Soft-cooing doves, and linnets underneath, 
When the lark's song diminishes with height, 

But is not lost since late with bursting breath 
He left the flower-mingled green for flight 

Methinks I hear, stay'd on a meadow's marge, 

Sun-shaded there by leaves all out and large. 

There is that spring which water'd in my soul 
The mournful longing that the passing sweet 

Might be imprison'd. Often would I stroll 
Unto the weeping stone its drops to greet 

As tears responsive ; and my tears would run 

Into the earth's where first they felt the sun. 
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How oft I traced its highway's murmur on 
Through mossy ferneries, and wood, and field ! 

And heard it joiri'd by fellow-travelling tone 
Of little brooklets by their noise reveal'd : 

All chorussing along to their lake home 

Where slumber or some slighter rest would come. 

To such a place as this came Eveline 

Pensive about some vision she had known 

As late her eyes closed with the coming e'en, 
Like delicate flow'rs which will but see the sun. 

And mingling with the fairness of her face 

Peep'd thought to hallow all its loveliness. 

A lily hanging o'er two violets, 

Virtue's white banner o'er its lovers true, 

Such are her brow and those two heart-outlets : 
(Light's sweetest home is in the eye thaf s blue) 

And mellowing the summer in her eyes 

Her autumn-tinted hair thick twisted lies. 



And as she went she pluck'd the sweefning AWr 
Whence yesterday she chased the angry bee, 

Fearful lest he should haste its opening hour, 
Or part the blush-veil of its infancy. 

Unsparing now she'll miss it on the morrow, 

And from its discrowned stem will cull but sorrow. 
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Unto her white habiliments the wind 

Clung, as it pass'd, a moment, sadly vex'd, 

As knowing it left something sweet behind 
'Twould bear in scented whispers to the next 

Yet all its grasping at her robe but set 

Her goddess-form more free and moving feet. 

Feet that seem'd made to walk o'er sleeping things 

And only waken sense into a smile, 
Bringing a dream of love with silvVy wings 

Hov'ring above the joyous domicile 
Of sight, and filling it with floating shapes 
Till mom, when all, with following sighs, escapes. 

The mingled odors which embalm the void 
'Twixt Heav'n and Earth, lie spiritful and still : 

As if surrounding flow'rs all overjo/d, 

Powerless to fling their beauty where they will, 

Had sent their spirits out to wreathe about, 

And clasp their unfelt fingers round her throat, 



And press about the roses in her lips 
Where happy error bids them home again 

To crimson censers which are full of sips 
Of fragrant sweetness, where there is no stain 

Of winter : though her bosom has below 

The purity, it has not the cold of snow. 
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She came to where, falTn o'er the stones, the brook 
Midway between two murmurs form'd a pool : 

And a large tree o'er-shadow'd its deep look 
As if to guard its secrets and the lull 

That it sought sleepily, crept from the sight 

Of skies that were too wakeful and too bright 

Here sits she on a long since fallen trunk 
Where Time hides with a velvet mossy hand 

Its wrinkled face far down to where 'tis sunk 
In heavy moisture, where two arms extend - 

To catch at passing things, so that one sees 

Weed-streamers fly like pennants in a breeze. 

And then, ere yet the crystal sacrament 

By night administer'd once more sought Heav'n, 

Made sweeter by its short imprisonment, 
Her nosegay leaf by leaf is gently riv'n : 

Fall'n on the flood a fairy fleet appears, 

Like to Love's fancies borne upon its tears. 

Gazing with eyes that see nought as they look 
She lists with ears that hold no now-born sound ; 

For something past the present doth rebuke, 
And the tame pleasures which it brings around, 

With a far different and a sweeter tale, 

Said without sound, but heard — remembefd well. 
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Methinks the maiden's 'haviour somewhat strange : 
So lovely and so dreaming out of time ! 

What leads her fancy to make this exchange 
Of playful hours, and thoughtfulness to lime 

Her to retirement on this wide-wake day? 

Was't Love that sent her pensively to stray ? 

Love, passionate giant I Soft, resistless child 1 ._. 

Whate'er thy mood, how beautiful thou art ! 
E'er searching for thy sleeping self; now wild, 

Seeing no image at thy call up start 
With thy hot eagerness ; enraptured now, 
Moving to one that moved as soon as thou. 

Fond captor of the fond ! Cities have owed 

Their opulence to capture long ago : 
And thou mak'st rich where'er thy steps are bowed, 

For treasures at thy very smile will grow. 
If thou art lost, oh ! who but mourns thee gone ! 
And if not miss'd 'tis but because unknown i 

Hearts feign a pleasure none can ever feel, 
Nor long can feign, so great the loneliness, 

Which tell 'tis pleasing to defy thy skill : 
And though unto thy heralds languageless, 

In secret wish that something would betray ; 

And, when thou enterest, sigh — and bid thee 
stay! 

K 
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Oscar through parted leaves his glances cast, — 
Poor, timid Oscar ! — his love deepening : 

And when the undeclaring moments pass'd 
With him omit from all their lessoning. 

And Eveline gone, sought where the flcVrs she 
strew'd, 

To pluck their drowning beauty from the flood. 

Then gath'ring them from off their wrongful mart, 
The rescued relics of her dreaming he 

Thrust in his breast hoping they might impart 
Unto his own what her heart had set free. 

For though she was or thoughtless or unkind 

There was a sweetness in't he fain would find. 

Where treads a worshipt being there is grace. 

And sanctity is there for reverence. 
So Oscar felt, and fain would ne'er displace 

His thoughts from here where they had learnt 
such sense, 
Which, lingering, bound Eveline to his eyes 
When she was not with never loosening ties. 

But she was gone : and he in spirit gone 
Forgot the tearful urging of the stream 

To follow her, but let his fancy on 
To be his sight throughout this daylight dream ; 

And it was with the wavelets and the breeze 

Which went her way, and envious of these. 
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" Ah, my too silent heart ! where is thy speech 
That was so bold when useless to be so ? 

Thou hear'st the echo which thy words did teach, 
And mourn'st to find it is a sound of woe ! 

Still on this penance glimmers no reward, 

For fear o'er speech still keeps its frighting guard ! 



" Love, like a nurseling, cannot feed himself, 
Nor reach the food that other hands hold back : 

But pines with plenty in his view, sad elf! 
Or, self-consuming, lingers for his lack ; 

Wand'ring where sweets e'er tempt a wistful look ; 

Sweets that are ripe, but far too high to pluck ! 



" Oh, sweetest vessel ©f the holy kind 

Is love's fond cup when willing love has filFd ! 

Oh, cooling depth unto the thirsty mind 
Which hastes to drink, its fever-time fulfilTd ! 

Warm words to needy, burning love are this ; 

And lessen fire to increase its steadiness. 



" Oh, could I love her more respect were less ! 

For frenzy would some fatal act inspire, 
And turn this garden to a wilderness 

Where ruin would deplore a too fierce fire. 
And, silence broken thus, what would await 
My love that thinks to meet a happy fate ! 



132 EVELINE. 

u They said she could not love — that she was cold ; 

Her beauty of the stars that cheers, not warms : 
Perchance because she is so far enrolTd 

Above them they could see, not feel, her charms ; 
For theirs is not the \p orld whose sun she is. 
Yet penetrates her warmth as far as this ? 

• 

" Oft have I thought — though doom'd to have not 
known — 

That fancy had forgotten to betray 
When from the Heav'n I see some ray has flown, 

Some light that but for me was sent astray, 
So bright a gleam must surely own a fire 
Where Love a moment piled his faggots higher. 

" If eyes can bear despatches from the heart, 
And eyes can read them, would they melt the seal, 

How have I shown, while she conceals, the art ! 
Unanswering— perhaps not caring to reveal ! 

And I in ignorance whether to be sad 

Or still to hope, my hopes are sadly made ! 

"Alas ! 'tis hard to be not understood ! 

For divination seems not to be hers : 
Though I would catch whole glimpses of a mood 

Shewing like mine— ah, she is too perverse ! — 
And seeing all would teach me some amend ; 
Though kind or cruel still I'd bring an end. 
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" But let me cease ! 'Tis thinking thus that makes 
The mocking of my half-resolving soul ! 

For courage ne'er was skill'd in deeds that takes 
Its lessons from the sigh that beauty stole. 

School'd to be weak when calPd its arms fall down, 

And Grief looks up to find the traitor gone ! 



u Bravery asks but the weapon of a word — 
Shall I hold back who such an armoury have ? 

Oh, never more ! The sinking soul that's stirr'd 
Again is ris'n, and still in time to save. 

Ev*n if I fail, mem'ry though sadly held 

Shall weep o'er courage, not o'er fear, repell'd. 

" Would she were here I Oh, would that daring now 
Met this dear enemy that holds my peace 1 

Should she approach where doubts no more do show 
Their absence might for ever be release. 

This fond success a dearer might beguile, 

And smiles be mine — ah, if she should not smile !" 

Thus having said his sighs return again, 

As the tired breeze, the thrush's song being o'er, 

Again is heard beyond the emptied strain 
With all the mournfulness it had before. 

Then a soft step sounds lightly on the green : 

He turns his head — and turns to Eveline ! 
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With burning heart in 's eyes and whiten'd face 
He saw her come, and gazed on like the sun 

That sues to give a cherish'd thing of grace 
The warmth, the life it ever seems to shun. 

Slowly she came, for him, alas ! too fast ! 

Look'd up — gave him one careless glance — and 
pass'd. 

How, living here, from northern skies her eyes 
Seem'd to have witch'd a light that is as cold 

As all whereon it shines ! nor thinks to entice 
A thing to warmth not dreaming it is told 

By those who know a milder, kinder clime 

Whence they were lost to seek a more sublime. 

As summer turn'd to winter in a night : 

As the port-sighting ship that meets a rock : 

The spoiled victor of a just won fight : 
So Oscar was by her indifferent look. 

Wild with the hopelessness it gave he fled, 

And swore that Love should never more mislead. 

Could he have seen repentance for that look 
Steal to her face, and melt the binding ice 

In her sad eyes where gated floods outbroke 
And deluged those fair worlds, what joy like his ! 

What joy like hers ! But she who err'd must weep 

With him she wrong*d, nor feel the wrong less deep. 
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PART II. 

OH ! why did words that paused on either tongue 
Forbear to give sweet sound to either ear, 
Where Love, a listening sentinel, was hung 

By sight confederate to note all near? 
Such holding back at last found voice forbid ; 
And loneliness on speech press'd down its lid. 

Ah, loneliness ! unsympathetic friend 

Of grieving love, which, happy, shuns thee so, 

Which knows thee not ; ah ! wherefore didst thou 
send 
Thy shady garment of unpromised woe 

To drape young faces in, to show the curse 

Of one unspoken word the heart must nurse? 

Much weeping made these two ; the one afar 
From where his grief was got, the other still 

Keeping hers fresh, fed by its native air : 
And all this weeping promised but to kill. 

But tears like tides were never meant to stay; 

And love by love was never doom'd to die. 
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When Time had given the Past another year 
Pale Oscar, who had wander'd far, returned. 

Perchance some happy presage lured him here; 
Or, like the bird by raging tempest spurn'd 

Afar from where in peacefulness he dwelt, 

The lull that let him home at last was felt. 

He heard that Eveline had silent grown; 

like Merope, amidst her sisters, dull 
He heard that sadness caH'd her to be lone ; 

Like Ide her running tears were plentiful 
He heard of eager looks that would restore : 
And more was told him but he heard no more. 

The night was shading o'er the eyes of earth, 
Slow deepening the peacefulness she gave, 

As Oscar moved from every sound of mirth : 
The sun had tak'n his cooFd face 'neath the 
wave: 

Then pierced the dark'ning sky sweet Hesperus 

That opens all the other stars to us. 

The moon was young, and early hung in Heav'n ; 

Half toward the full, her bow bent on the west. 
Fair pleader for the night ! She is forgiv'n 

For black'ning skies when so thou art express'd 
High in the weeded blue, where not a cloud 
Threatens to dim thy light or be its shroud. 
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Shine on, kind watcher o'er a weary world ! 

Love that hath loss to weep shall comfort find 
Ere thy bright sail by toiling hours is furl'd 

At misty morn that follows far behind. 
Look on ! and all the things thou see'st to-night 
Tell other worlds that are not bless'd with sight ! 

Where last he look'd on Eveline Oscar hied 

Sadly to think the story o'er again. 
There memory found much it was denied 

To bring since first of this it fill'd his brain. 
A thousand little things came in to speak, 
To bid his breaking heart more quickly break. 

How dumb is darkness when has died away 
The whisper of a world to rouse in dreams 

Again with all the spirit of the day ! 

How dumb — yet eloquent the darkness seems, 

When desolation, emptying all the breast, 

Leaves one cold thing, the heart, to mourn the 
rest! 

So Oscar felt, nor wish'd he less to feel 

The dull, unsympathetic mission of the hour, 

Which silent to its hungry grave did steal, 
Unpromising as those that went before. 

Not duller in its dreams than was the last ; 

But then, alas ! those dreams were of the past ! 
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Hope sits beside a cheerless fireside now 
In that chilTd bosom ; yet she scarce will quit 

Her watch-tow'r, faithful to her charge below ; 
But gazes on and sees some succour yet 

Far o'er the rocks and storm beholds a sea 

Where none of these disturbances can be. ^ 

Eveline, who loved on beauteous nights like these 
To wander midst their shadows, and to think — 

Oh, HeaVn ! how oft ! — that one might e'en be his, 
To-night moved silent where the streamlet's 
brink 

Was braided with a path : her looks bent down 

By heavy eyelids droop'd beneath a frown. 

By paceful restlessness her steps were urged 
To that sad dreaming place where doats to rest, 

And muse, the heart that knows 'twas there first 
surged 
The grief of parting, love still unconfess'd. 

Here, still in Dian's arrowy beams she sta/d, 

Unthinking who was near her in the shade. 

What useful eyes and shade were his and night's 1 
Half fearful first, he thought her white advance 

Some spirif s, which in meted time recites 
Things that give paleness at their utterance. 

And he drew back to let her pass, and strove 

To see the face her hands were placed above. 
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" Oh, HeaVn ! what have those falling hands 
released? 

Tis hers, or beauty of an equal fame ! 
What mockers are mine eyes ! they sure have seized 

The spirit-owner of that cherish'd name ! 
To teach more sorrow by another sense, 
My heart has brought me unto this offence. 

" Do spirits sob and make a sound of woe ? 

Would hers do this, when she ne'er used to 
mourn? 
It cannot be ! Some grief of life must show 

Where this is heard, where lisfning ears are torn ! 
'Tis she, indeed ! " With breath that oft would pause 
He strained to hear her weeping tell its cause. 

" Oh, Heav'n ! my tears have told my perjury,'' 
She cried, " and that 'twas terrible have told ! 

Raining too late, unseen, unfelt to be ! 
And words have echoes only,. which unfold 

Their dread and ominous syllables in the air, 

To ever tell me more axe wanted there ! 

" Thus to be seeming false and still be true, 
Brings me to sadly know how true I was. 

For falseness gives to truth a brighter hue 
To shine, to show the shade the other has. 

One foolish thought has turn'd a life to gloom ! 

With what one now will happiness resume ? 
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" My heart hath spent its counselling, nor knows 
Where more 'twill learn for comfort's reference. 

I never knew how quickly sorrow grows 
O'er all things when 'tis set till here 'twas dense. 

What fault in me ! Oh ! must I e'er deplore ? 

And seeking hope, seek it for evermore? 

" Were my voice held, and were he near my life, 
With rings and flowers would I tell my love. 

And I would type it plainly until strife 

Of his affection should some language move 

For my reply, which, fond, e'er hoped to break 

From where his silence kept it, for his sake. 

"I'll pray once more — ah, all my thought is 
pray'r— 

And to some star. To which shall I confess ? 
The earliest brightest is : I'll send it there. 

Oh, be thou heark'ner to my mournfulness ! 
Perhaps Oscar kneels to thee, and we may meet 
In thee by pray'r since here is but defeat ! 

" Are pra/rs divined, that mortal sense perceives 
The grant it would have ask'd bestow'd unask'd? 

For something spake my name with sound that 
gives 
A lost tone back ! Oh ! why am I thus task'd 

By fancy to endure its treacherous scheme 

Which speaks to only add to sorrow's dream ?" 
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" Nay, 'tis not so : oh, see me here in truth ! 

'Twas truth indeed that took and sent me back 
To seek itself in thee !" So cried the youth : 

And then his love, as if 'twere on the rack, 
Waited her voice to tell it to be free 
To all the sweets he won by constancy. 

i( Oh, speak that I may answer thee ! — Yet stay : 
Perchance my tale already is thine own ?" 

" A thousand times I'd have thy tongue to stray 
To what I wish," she cried, " though all be known ! 

But sure thou art not Oscar? 'twas his wont 

To look the words that gave his heart's account ! " 

Oh, sweet remonstrance ! whose unfeather'd dart 
Runs level with a smile, to be out-done 

By this approving message from the heart, 
Which, first to its mark, impresses it alone ! 

A tale that tells its blissful ending first, 

And makes the rest unheeded as 'tis versed. 

Thou, bright above, whose silver-soften'd light 
Melts hither falling through the vesting dark ! 

Let some steal in 'twixt these and hugging night 
To be the frame of pictured love, and mark 

The hearts where love is pure as it is strong 

In those fond accents which it gives the young ! 
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TO 



WHENE'ER the moon is filTd and passes high, 
Night helping all her beauty up the sky 
From thy fax dwelling place, 
Methinks it is thy face 
Over my darkness leaning. Then pursue 
Fancies, sweet senses in the place of true, 
A race out of the dream they make for me, 
Thinking is come some dear reality 
Whene'er the whisperings 
Of slowly hushing things 
Are made : and on the dark a press 
Of glances sent would break into 
A fancied deep held view; 
For this sound seems the rustle of thy dress 
To me, just covering the soft tread 
Of thy kind feet, so timely led 
Unto me by thy loving. Ah, 'tis but 
The creeping of the shadows out 
Unto their limits. And the gentlest breeze 
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Will move me far into a dream, for 'tis 
Like thy caress when thou dost hush thy love 
Silent to be, but fonder. Oh, above 

This world thou art to me ! 

Would I could rise to thee ! 
The holiness of simplicity 
Unfolds thy heart to show how pure it is. 

Out of a woman's nature thou 

Hast never gone. Ever as now 
Gentle thou wert and trustful. In all his, 
Thou art what God intended, nothing more : 
His work, which strife to change will only lower. 

I walk in paths which we together trode 
Giving our wandering all the length we could, 
Listening through other sound for all 
We from our hearts would call 
Unto our ear-distinguishing delight. 
Yet I am very far from any sight 
About me, and pass, dreamily, hours 
Again which were long since, the growers 
Of happiness much. In other faces oft 
I seek a look of thine 
Which to these eyes of mine 
Is closest of all scenes. But though fair, soft, 
I find them wanting, for no grace 
Of thine would ever leave its place 
Of sweet support, 
The enraptured eye's resort 
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For lingering long. Thou art a garden fair 

Where fancy is a gatherer of rare 

Rich things that perish not 

Since they are ne'er forgot 
By the heart's sun and nourishment. Thy name 

Is when I ever roam into the blame 
Of my forgetfulness of thee, 
A gate through which my memory 

Swift passes to delight. Oh ! dost thou dream, 

Lie couched upon thy soothing faith, yet deem 
The night is very long, the wind 
Dispersed sighs, and still behind 

More nights with deeper sighing part us yet? 
Ah, solitary patient are we set 
To nil our loneliness : 
For there we may confess 

Jo visions of each other love, hope — happiness \ 
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SONNET. 

FREEDOM ! sleepnot,orthoushaltwakein chains! 
Where thy first breath shall curse — thyself! Where all 
Thy fetters' clanking laughter at the pains 
Their grasping moves shall but embitter gall ! 
There shalt thou see the light which may not fa 
Again on thee : shalt own despair that drains 
The mind of purpose till the soul grows small, 
Till tyranny seems right since life remains ! 
Oh, Liberty ! debasement seeks thine eye 
To lure thee down : look not, but upward wing ! 
Live — watch with swordunsheathed ! thou shalt descry 
And scape the ills that slavery would bring. 
Let not thy music fail, thy songsters die 
Till others just as loud have learnt to sing ! 
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MORE AND MORE. 

GIVE me a thought, for it perchance may grow 
To be the theme where love will most bestow 
The soft affection which its hopes may know 

When not endanger'd. 

Give me a glance, for light will never come 
Until thine eyes permit one ray to roam 
And so be caught within my heart, its home 

For evermore. 

Give me a sigh— oh, I will catch its sound, 
And quickly all its mournfulness confound, 
And give uncertainty a deadly wound 

With kisses, love ! 

Give me thy love, then all things else are mine ; 
For sighs and thoughts and glances 'twill combine : 
Then every doubting wish I will resign 

Being gifted so. 
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ALCYONE. 

HOW sad her eyes did make Alcyone 
When dream-sent to the shore she saw her love 
White-faced ! Ah, he was dead ! 
The waves that brought him moaned unceasingly ; 
But high their mourning hers was far above 
As from her heart it sped : 

" Ah, when the flashing oars, thy gay bark's feet, 

Unto the isly sea swift bore thee, 
Making thee dim to me till thou wert lost 
Behind that morn which I was sad to meet, 

I thought not sadder to look o'er thee, 
Nor soon as this, to see thee hither tost 
Cold to my chilly breast which ev*n still knows 

The warmth of thy last clasping ! 
Was all the strength that parting gives to vows 
Of truth, of love used last at our last grasping? 
Alas ! my couch, too singly press'd, 
Was in its lonely, long unrest 
Schooling me to be ever desolate ; 
And when sleep came 'twas but to tell thy fate ! 
Why didst thou seek that far Milesian tongue 
For answer in the Clarian grove ? 
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Could not Apollo speak save where had sprung 
At tearful Manto's rest his younger shrine ? 
His, by him founded, first, a rove 

Of shorter time and safety could resign 
Surely to thy pent questioning a voice 

As truly satisfying as employs 
That distant Lydian breath ? 
Oh! thought'st thou danger would increase 
reward ? 

Oh, trusted Phoebus ! is it death ? 
Were all the lambs which purple-dyed the sward 
And smoked for thee despised ? Ah, if thine eye 

Beheld this gratefully 'tis told 
That other gods more powerful are on high 

Than for whom Delos peak'd of old ! 
Or can thy mother's chaser not forget 
Her hate, but on thy loves doth feast it yet ? 
Great Neptune — oh, the sea-god would not smile 
Upon the kine-fed altar's high raised pile 

Which near his blue-spread realm arose ! 
Ah, I am doom'd ! These eyes will ope no more, 
And mine, mine too must close ! 
I cannot live ! With thine my life is o'er !" 

She leapt into the sea— oh, where are they ? 

Where Ceyx and Alcyone ? 
What, wing away ? what ?— are they souls or birds ? 

Both : and to speak from this for aye, 
Silently, peacing, troubling words. 
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SONNET. 

» 

WHY ever make a cloister of thy brain, 
Permitting holy thoughts alone to be 
The wanderers through that place of sanctity, 
Thine eyes, bright gates, alluring what in vain 
At them appeals, led sweetly to disdain ? 
Oh, thou wert made so fair to be beloved ! 
Yet must thou move with all that thou hast moved 
Or lonely with thy beauty must remain. 
Pass thy thoughts high, they go more coldly there 
Not knowing that which from above is giVn : 
For it can warm thee to more fervent pra/r 
Than e'er to utter has thy sweet voice striv'n. 
Oh, hearken ! Thou shalt find assistance rare ; ' 
For earthly love can help thee unto HeaVn. 



150 HO URS BETWEEN HO URS. 



A VISION. 

SAY 'tis not by a dream, pale Nourmahal, 
That thou art palpable ! Has thine image 
slipt 
Out of my heart to stand a little from the eyes 
That long have miss'd the dearest thing they knew? 
See ! they are teased to tears ! Wilt thou not speak? 
Wilt thou not? Be that sound no more thine own, 
Let love eke out its blessing with a sigh 
As it did once ! Thou smilest ! Ah, 'twas so 
Often as now for me who lost all mine 
When thine was not ! Why look'st thou in the air 
With eyes half pearl, half blue ? I am not there ! 
When thou wert with me ne'er so wide thy gaze 
Was as 'tis now from me. What is it gifted with 
To perceive aught where nothing even seems 
Between us and the stars ? Hast thou been there ? 
Thy look was ne'er so long on them before 
When but from here we knew them. Is there so 

much 
When visited that thy remembering eyes 
Forget to turn to mine as was their wont, 
Those sweet interpreters of thy heart ? Oh, teach 
Thy glance another bending ! What will move — 
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What earthward alter it ? I weighted am 
Too distantly to change it save by words. 
Tends not thy hand unto its clasping here ? 
Oh, be not here and look, and point above ! 
When thou art near I will not elsewhere gaze. 

Is my sight falsely weak, or what it knows 

More spirit-like grown to assure the doubting air 

It is % a part of it ? What horrible change is this ? 

The flesh is losing prominence on thy face, 

And, like to the sharp edge of hate through love, 

Wears boniness to rob that oval's form ! 

Thine eyes have left their places, and thy hair ! — 

Where is thy hair? Though I do look with eyes 

Which would defy the imperceptible, 

Those drooping locks unnoticed have escaped ! 

Thy garments are dissolving ! Where ? oh, God ! — 

What standeth there? An earth-stained frame of 

bones ! 
Oh, far too perfect spoiling of the grave ! 
Nought but those hard and pale supporters left ! 
Lay I so near a thing as this when on her breast 
I lay ? It is not hers ! She would not visit me thus 
In loathsomeness ! Tis Hell that sends this here 
To grin upon the unsettling of my grief! 
Fester thy soul, thou building of the dark, 
If immaterial aught is in thee now ! 
Thou too-marked horror ! take thy soundless laugh 
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Away, and thy wkite teeth, and those two holes 
Which, emptied of their orbs, look anywhere ! 
Oh, the same power that held me from my love 
Permits no motion towards this thing to stay 
Its Tudeous invasion of her place ! 
My calling turned her not, yet 'gainst my will— 
Stretch not thine arms so here ! I've no embtace 
To give |hy scant and unpersuasive form ! 
Thou'dst wrap me in thy coldness till from it 
And poisonous breathing I would be thy like 
A while hence ! Vanish to thy rotting house ! 
Approach me not ! Thy bloodless, sinewless limbs 
Know not the strength that my mad compass 

holds! 
Back ! back ! Keep thy teeth close ! Oh, save me ! 

Save ! — 

'Tis gone ! See ! the air thickens to a shape 
That was my mother's while my mother lived ! 
Oh, second, elder saint of this my dream, 
The first, the last whose love my life has known, 
Always my quickest comfort was from thee ! 
And even Death has changed thee not in this. 
The weariness that made thy features dull, 
And placed too early lines within thy brow, 
Pains me who knows to what a look it came. 
The cares of others e'er were made thine own, 
And their great evidence is in thy face, 
Part of its paling mine. Yet not unbless'd 
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By me the heart that taqgtit that suffering look, 
Oh, anxious eyes, whose revolution none 
Lets their soft look rest calmingly 6n me ! ' 

All but thy voice, my mother, now is here. 
Silence, the government of deepest love, 
Is cruel to the waiting ear, and tongue 
So ready to reply. Ah, 'tis a chain 
One wears but two do feel ! May I not hear ? 
Not now my slumber thou art witnessing : 
Not now there hangs such welfare on repose 
As when 'twas thine to watch me long ago. 
Yet hush ! Stay there ! and I will close mine eyes 
Holding thee in them, so I may not miss 
Thee in some dread. To sleep ! To sleep ! To 
sleep ! 



WRONGED. 

TELL me, shall she accursed or pitied be, 
Whose only fault was too confiding love ? 
And o'er her grave shall tongues speak mockingly, 
Which, while she lived, could never praise enough? 

A dream that gave sad presage of the event, 
That wild, delusive phantasy of youth, 

Hid from her eyes the sin's embodiment 
That lied the more to speak the greater truth. 
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Purity must be ever undisturb'd 

Would it retain the charm that makes it dear. 
Oh, she was pure till her fair soul uncurb'd, 

Mistook, in its flight for truth, a phantom here ! 

There is no sophist like the unreasoning heart ; 

And, demon-like, 'twas there that first he struck 
Love, hope, and friendlessness, all sped the dart 

Of shame, on which the last alone might look. 

Could she refuse when all things bade her trust, 
The untutor'd of deceit, the innocent ? 

No : striving peace to gain all, all was lost 
In the. wild phrenzy of abandonment 

Can woman's frailty ne'er mean man's deceit ? 

Will Justice never reach that primal stage, 
To ease the great, the overpow'ring weight 

That presses low the morals of the age ? 

Were one slight breath to animate yon dust, 
And lead those lips to utter all they would, 

The unphrasfed woe which dwelt within that bust 
Might murmur forth in sad desponding mood :— 

"Alas ! my spirit, thou but wak'st in vain, 
Save but to shed an uncomplaining tear ! 

For no poor brief expression of thy pain 
But meets a law diseased that will not hear ! 



HOURS BETWEEN HOURS. 155 

****** 

Give her a nameless grave, that none may know 
What lies beneath ; for in a name the world 

Would see such fearful things should shock the 
soul — 
But raise a laugh if curses be not hurl'd. 

Were she led here sweet Charity would speak 
Of what once was, and why 'tis what it is : 

And hearts would melt and show themselves in 
tears. 
But she comes not, she never comes to these. 



CHILD-TALK. 

1. 

MY sister, tell me why you cry, 
And seldom speak, and are so sad ? 
They used to say that more than I, 
A child, you happy were and glad. 

Your laugh has gone, your face is thin 

Since when you seem'd to know some fright ; 

When I remember coming in 
To find you lying still and white. 
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Will you not tell ? I wish to know 
That I may comfort you. Though young 

I love you, very dearly so. 
Will you not tell? — to stop my tongue ? 

Is it because he is so long 
Where he was sent, so far away? 

To fight with those that had done wrong ; 
" To win his spurs," he used to say ? 

He will come back to marry you ; 

He told me that; and I would be 
His sister then. — I miss him too, 

For he was very kind to me. 

He never writes ; the post-boy goes 
Shaking his head more often past 

The gate. You do not watch, he knows, 
For scarce he looks, and walks so fast. 

You want some news, you surely do, 

• • 

For often you your sleep hours waste 
And read his letters through and through, 
Though oftenest you read the last 

I have one too. You read to me 
I was to kiss you twice each time : 

The first was for myself to be, 
The last and longest one for him. 
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He asked me, too, to pray to HeaVn 

For him, that you would tell me how : 
And at my side you taught that ev*n 

What by myself I whisper now. 

« 

Last night I waked but made no sound, 
And looking at the sky you were. 

I heard you sobbing till it found 

Our mother's ears and brought her there. 

You did not know : I watch'd : she came 
And kiss'd and tried to comfort you, 

Yet cried as well. I did the same 
But hid my head : you never knew. 

That sunburnt man who yesterday 
Came dress'd in black was very kind ; 

For since he came and went away 
You seem to have a calmer mind. 

Yet surely something sorrowful he 
Had found to make his tears rise : 

For as he left you I could see 
His handkerchief was at his eyes. 

Ah, you are sad ! I did not mean 
To make you so. I said all this 

To please you, but have wicked been — 
Yet only said what used to please. 
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Oh, sister ! 'tis a dreadful thought 
That now has come into my head ! 

But why have you that mourning bought ?— 
" My darling, he is — he is dead ! " 



THE END. 
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